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Hebe are the outbreathings of a true and tender spirit, 
with something in them of the freshness and fragrance of 
spring-time. Jambs Soutee was more than a mere maker 
of verses. His life was a poem ; not a finished poem truly, 
for he was cut off in the midst of his days ; but still a 
poem, for it had reality, imagination, music, and oneness. 
For more than twenty years he did with admirable effici- 
ency and urbanity the work of Honorary Secretary to Bath 
Lane Church Sunday School. In the performance of his 
secular calling he showed a religious sense of duty worthy 
of an ancient Eoman. Never late, never in a hurry, never 
idle, his life flo^^ed on like a clear and quiet stream. 
The whole of Sunday — all the year round — ^was given to 
the church, the school, and the culture of the spiritual 
life. The spare week-day evening hours were given to 
English literature, over the whole of which he ranged. He 
was familiar with its poetry, and knew " Paradise Lost " 
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by heart. His social life was pure and joyous. Over all 
was shed the mellowed light of Christian thought and feel- 
ing. With a full and cultured mind he had a ready pen. 
When passing events struck a chord in his breast, his 
verse flowed unbidden. Such is the history of most of the 
pieces in this volume. James Souteb's heart beat high 
with hope for the future of his race : all the higher that 
it thrilled with faith in immortality. A Christian freed- 
man, Liberty found in him a steadfast friend. Too soon 
we have lost him. We have laid him in the silent tomb. 
His spirit, we believe, has joined the full- voiced choir. Last 
May morning, with the dew of his youth still upon him, he 
gave promise of higher soaring and sweeter singing; to-day 
our dull ears cannot hear the voice, but only its echo in 
these lays, and we are left to scatter a few flowers of spring- 
timie on his early grave. 



"Pare as the naked heavens — ^majestic, £ree. 
So didst thou travel on life's common way 
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties cm herself did lay.' 



» 



JOHN HUNTER RUTHERFORD. 



Hag Day, 1879. 
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I'l^ie Irjetoua. 



** They sin who tell us Love can die !" — Southey. 



I may not wear a star, or grace 

A proud ancestral line — 
Nor with the great ones of the race. 

In robes of grandeur shine : 
To me no cringing abject slave 

May bend the servile knee. 
While o'er my head doth proudly wave 

The flag of Liberty ! 

I may not sup on dainty fare — 

At Luxury's table fed ; 
While others, gnawed by want and care, 

Can hardly gain their bread ; 
Nor couch of down my lordly firame 

In balmy slifRibers press. 
While thousands pine in haunts of shame^ 

And squalid wretchedness. 

\ 



No raptur'd bard, in numbers free, 

May celebrate my praise, — 
Or drop a fedeless leaf for me, 

From his immortal bays I 
Nor wealth, nor rank, nor kingly state. 

Their dazzling lustre shed 
Along my path, or scintillate 

In glory round my head ! 

For me no amaranth wreath may bloom. 

Nor Fame her trumpet blow; 
Nor sculptur'd marble grace the tomb 

Of him who sleeps below : 
The prize I fondly would secure. 

In worth surpasses far 
The gold which glitters but to lure, — 

Or sceptre, crown, or star ! 

'Tis that I may from gratefdl hearts. 

For deeds of kindness done. 
Receive the laurels Love imparts, 

In peaceful conquest won : 
This meed be mine, no more I crave, — 

On this for fame rely, — 
Nor fear Oblivion's chilling wave, — 

For Love can neveb die ! 
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" There's a good time coming I" — Mackay, 



Come, string your harps, ye tuneM nine ! 

And sweep the sounding xjhords. 
And let your choicest strains combine 

With Love's divinest words ; 
For lo ! the world's horizon gives 

The promise of a day 
When Eight shall reign o'er all that lives. 

With undisputed sway ! 

When Force, and Fraud, and selfish aims, 

And pride of power and place. 
Shall cease to urge their vaunted claims. 

And brutalize the race : 
When Man shall for his brother's weal 

His Mendly aid impart ; 
And for his woes and weakness feel, 

As feels a brother's heart. 

When Freedom shall o'er all the land 

Her spotless banner wave. 
And not a man be found to brand. 

Or buy, or seU a slave : 
When Truth shall utter thoughts sublime. 

And Calumny be dumb ; 
And men of every hue and clime. 

One brotherhood become I 
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When War's accursed trade shall cease, — 

The sword no longer slay, — 
And in the stately halls of Peace, 

Her banners hang for aye ! 
When mutual faith and noble deeds 

Shall in sweet union bind 
The various tongues, and tribes, and creeds. 

And nations of mankind. 

Then "Onward !" let your motto be. 

Ye dauntless Patriot-band, 
Who seek from Error's grasp to free 

Your favour'd Fatherland : — 
For Truth and Eight o'er Wrong and Might, 

Shall yet victorious prove, — 
And earth be filled with Peace and Light, 

And Liberty and Love ! 
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" Our Father which art in hrnvm^ 

Then we are brothers aU, despite the ban 
And cold proscription of their impious creed. 
Who seem in nothing half so well agreed 

As in degrading and dividing man ! 

Throbs there not underneath that dusky skin 
A heart as human and as nobly true 
As ever beat 'neath one of fairer hue 

Of which ye boast with such sardonic grin ? 



Be fools no longer ; step into the light — 
A broader vision yet awaits your gaze 
Than has been seen in past degenerate days : 

In morals only is there black and white ! 

God is our Father, therefore brethren we. 
Pale-faced or woolly-hair'd, slave-bom or free ! 



Ma^ 3rd, 1867. 



'^Hallowed he thy nam^" 

By all the peoples of this babbling earth 
Jehovah's sacred name adored shall be ; 
His praises shall be sung from sea to sea 

By youth and age, and men of royal birth ! 

Tremble, ye proud blasphemers, bold in sin ! 

An hour is coming when your soul shall quake ; 

Ere retribution's trump your slumber break. 
Seek cleansing from the leprosy within ! 

There still is virtue in that other name 
To purge the spirit from its foulest stains. 
Till not a vestige of the curse remains 

To blight its hopes and cover it with shame. 

Then even ye shall gladsome homage pay 
To Him who bears your trespasses away. 



May 4ih, 1867. 
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" Thy Mngdom come!^ 

Amen, responds creation ; overthrow 
The Despot's throne, his iron sceptre shiver ; 

Let the emancipated nations know 
Oppression's reign hath passed away for ever. 

Eejoice, ye servants of the Lord most high ! 

The day hath broke for which ye waited long ; 
Look up, for "your redemption draweth nigh," 

Prepare to greet it with triumphant song I 

blessed time, when all accursed things 
Shall disappear like owls, that hate the light. 

And over all, Messiah, King of kings. 

Shall be enthroned in peerless splendour bright. 

"Thy kingdom come," till man, subdued, forgiven. 
Attains a meetness for the bliss of heaven. 

May 4th, 1867. 



" Thy will he done,** 

when shall these rebellious hearts of ours — 
So false to duty, and so slow to learn 
Life's solemn lessons — this great truth discern. 

That thou art worthy of our noblest powers ? 

'Tis not in fallen nature to control 
Its course erratic from the path of right. 
Until illumined by the Spirit's light, 

We hasten downward to destruction's goal. 



Father diyine ! for Jesu's sake we pray, 
Do tihon our stubborn wills obedient make, 
That we in thy blest image may awake ; 

Be thou our potter, we thy passive day. 

A true life service then will be begun, 

When we can say — "Thy wiQ," not ours, "be done." 



JToy 6th, 1867. 



" Owe us this day our daily breadJ' 



Great ahnoner I our eyes are up to thee- 



On thee depending for each day's supply ; 
Without thy care we languish, droop, and die ; 
So aU-sufficient thou, so needy we. 

Through the world's wilderness we grope our way. 
As did thine Israel in the olden time, 
When they, by means of miracle sublime. 

Partook of food angelic day by day ! 

Thy word, Lord, is truth ; thou wilt not fail 
To help thy creatures in extremest hour ; 

But chiefly shall thy faithfulness avail 
For those who seek thy soul-renewing power ; 

The "bread of life" shall unto such be given. 
And they shall ante-date the joys of heaven. 

JMruaty 18th, 1868. 
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^^Forgwe us our trespasses.*' 

Dare we, in cold self-righteous blindness, say 
We have not sinned as otheys ? well, what then ? 
That we are not so bad as other men 

Implies not that we never disobey. 

What saith the oracle ? how readest thou ? 

"There are not many righteous ?" nay, "not one ;" 
Henceforth let every proud pretension bow, 

And each with sorrow his transgressions own. 

Thus bending low before the mercy seat, 
Thou wilt, God, our trespasses forgive ; 

Thy ispirit shall the "tale of love" repeat. 
And we in Jesus shall believe and live ; 

That so the measure of our fature days 
May gratefully show forth thy worthy praise. 

FehrtMrff 18th, 1868, 



^^ Lead us not into temptation** 

Satan, the world, the flesh — ^how potent these 
In baleful influence on immortal man ! 
As with innumerous wily arts they plan 

Their hellish schemes, and myriad victims seize, 

Father, we are weak, vouchsafe thine aid : 
Without it we must perish evermore ; 
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When tiie heart faints, and we are sore afraid, 
Be thy voice heard amid the tempest's roar. 

With thee beside us on life's devious road, 
We fear no ill, content if thou be there ; 

SingLDg we travel to heaven's bright abode, 
Superior to affiction, toil, and care. 

Thus led by thee we shall be blest indeed, 
Thou wilt not us into temptation lead. 

Fehruary ISth, 1868. 



*^ Deliver us from eviV* 

We would not seek presumptuously to pry 
Into thy secrets, sovereign Lord of all ; 
Enough for us to know that Adam's fall 

Hath been retrieved by mercy from on high. 

How and by whomsoever Evil came 
At first into this universe of thine 

Eludes conjecture ; but the sinful flame 
Is found in every human heart and mine. 

Purge out the leaven, kill the accursed thing. 
Till we again thy holy image bear. 
Anticipating in the joy to share 

At thy right hand, where thou alone art King. 

In that bright world Sin's direful reign is o'er, 
And Eighteousness enthroned for evermore. 

February 19th, 1868. 
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" TMne is the Tdngdom, the power, and the glory J^ 

Usurpers long have shared thy rightfal throne, 
And ruled the nations with tyrannic sway. 

But soon, like leaves which autumn blasts have strewn, 
Their glory and their name shall pass away. 

For thou alone art worthy, 'tis for thee 

Creation groans and travails. Speed the hour 
When to the praise of thy redeeming power 

A prostrate universe shall bend the knee. 

Amen, so be it ; heaven's millenial mom 
Hath streaked with promise a beclouded sky ; 

The day hath dawned when Virtue, long forlorn. 
Shall stand erect, and Error's brood shall die.- 

Thine shall the kingdom, power, and glory be. 
Through the long ages of Eternity. 

Tebrwvry 19thy 1868, 
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Priceless boon I to mortals giyen — 

" Torch of time I " and type of heaven ! 

Truce to toil and sordid strife 

In the battle-field of life ; 

Antepast of joys above, 

Bound the throne of light and love ! 

On this hallow'd day of rest 
Christians are divinely blest, 
While they worship and adore 
Him whom seraphs fall before. 
And by living faith are fed 
With the true immortal bread ! 

All are welcome to partake 
Of the bread the Saviour brake, 
Ere ascending up on high, 
To his palace in the sky, 
Gifts for sinners to obtain. 
And rebellious hearts to gain. 

Prize we then the sacred hours. 
Dripping with celestial showers I 
Catch the precious drops that fall 
Free and plenteously for all ; 
So shall "trees of life" be found. 
With luxuriant fruitage crowned. 
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Let not man his pleaAure seek 
On the Sabbath of the week, 
But in contemplation rise 
To the Sabbath of the skies, 
That throughout eternal days. 
He may sound Jehovah's praise ! 

« 

Leave us not, angelic guest ! 
Earth would pillow on thy breast, 
"Weary of the din and strife 
Of this feverish scene of life ; 
Stay with us till time is o'er, 
Then be ours for evermore I 
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Another Sabbath mom 

Calls mortals to rejoice. 
And at its opening dawn, 

"With a glad heart and voice, 
A song of sweet thanksgiving raise 
A morning sacrifice of praise ! 

On this blest holy day. 

The best of all the seven. 
Children are taught the way : 

The path that leads to heaven — 
The good old road our fathers trod, 
"Who now are safe in heaven with (Jod. 
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There, in the sacred place, 

Met in the Saviour's name. 
Young children seek his face 

And his great love proclaim, 
Who once was a young child like them ; 
His birth-place humble Bethlehem. 

Then let us sweetly sing 

A grateful song of praise 
To heaven's eternal king, 

For his abounding grace ; 
To him whose providential hand 
Hath placed us in a Christian land. 

Instead of bending down 

Before the Lord of all, 
To gods of wood and stone. 

Before which heathens fall, 
We might have blindly bowed the knee 
In worship only due to thee. 

Thine be the glory all. 

Both now and evermore. 
Before whom angels fall. 

And wonder and adore : 
May we with them when time shall end. 
An everlasting Sabbath spend ! 



A 
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Hail ! day of sacred rest, 

Sweet season of repose ! 
How welcome to the breast, 

When earthly labours close ; 
Type of that rest which ne'er shall end, 
We hope with Christ in heaven to spend. 

Lord of the Sabbath ! hear 

Thy youthful servants pray. 
And keep us in thy fear 

To spend this holy day : 
Call in our every wandering thought, 
That we may worship as we ought. 

While in thy house we join 

To celebrate thy praise. 
And sing in hymns divine 

The wonders of thy grace. 
With ardent love our breasts inspire. 
And touch our hearts with sacred fire. 

When earthly Sabbaths end, 
And time with us shall cease. 

Be it our lot to spend, 
In everlasting bliss, 

A Sabbath of supreme delight. 

With seraphs round the throne of light ! 
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In the morning of thy days 
Learn to sing thy Saviour's praise ; 
May his precious Word of Truth 
Guide thy inexperienced youth — 
So shall every future year 
Eich in fruitfolness appear, 
And when evening draweth nigh. 
He shall teach thee how to die ! 

December 8th, 1866, 



Heaven is a place of peace — 

Of calm serenity ; 
Where jarring discords cease. 

And brethren all agree ! 

Heaven is a place of light — 
No cloud doth intervene 

To dim its prospects bright. 
Or mar the lovely scene. 

Heaven is a happy place — 
For there they sweetly sing 

A ceaseless song of praise 
To heaven's eternal king ! 

Heaven is a place of rest — 
Where weary pilgrims go. 

To be for ever blest, 
Far from a world of woe. 
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Pure, sovereign, universal love thou art. 

Father divine ! 
Unto thy will thy sinful creature's heart, 

Lord, incline ! 

To thee, henceforth, let my allegiance due 

Be hourly paid — 
Thy glory may I ever keep in view. 

Of sin afraid. 

I truly then need have nought else to fear. 

Secure in thee — 
Nothing shall happen in this mundane sphere 

To injure me. 

And when the death-mist dims my closing eyes, 

And kindred weep-^ 
I shall behold the Christian's glittering prize 

On heaven's high steep. 

Yes, thou art good, my Father and my Friend, 

Supreme alway — 
Through life, in death, even unto the end. 

Thy creatures' stay. 

December 30th, 1864. 
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Waken'd by the matin song 

Of the tiny feather'd throng, 

From my little bed I rise, 

Ope once more my wondering eyes ; 

Thank thee, in a simple prayer. 

Saviour, for thy nightly csare, 

And the tenderness that kept 

Watch above me while I slept ; 

Shielded me from every harm, 

Gave me coverings soft and warm. 

Smoothed the pillow for my head, 

Sentinell'd my infant bed ! 

Bid me rise again to see 

Parents, playmates ftdl of glee. 

Friends around me everywhere — 

Surely thou dost for me care. 

Since I'm but a little child, 

Very ignorant and wild, 

Jesus, I would learn of thee, 

Will thou my instructor be ? 

Guide my feeble steps alway, 

Keep me near thee lest I stray; 

Pardon all my childish sin. 

Wash my heart and keep it clean ; 

And whene'er I droop and die. 

Take me to thy home on high. Amen. 



Apnl 10th, 1867. 
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It was a glorious hour. 
When out of chaos came 
Creation's wondrous frame 

By God Ahnighty's power. 

It was a time for joy 
When the Eedeemer lay 
Enshrined in human day — 

A sleeping baby-boy ! 

'Twas yet a day more dread. 
When, to retrieve our loss. 
He hung upon the cross 

In man the sinner's stead. 

But crowning day of grace, 

When Christ, the Conqueror, rose, 

Proclaiming to his foes 
The Easter of our race. 



ApHl 9thy 1868, 
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Through many a weary pilgrimage. 

By many a desert drear. 
Do Zion's travellers at length. 

At home, in heaven, appear ! 
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From many a well-fought battle— 
With many a trophy bright — 

They reach, at last, in Jesu's strength. 
The glittering plains of light ! 

Through much and sore temptation. 

Painful to flesh and blood, 
They "Work out their salvation" — 

By Satan's host withstood : 
By worldlings ofb derided, 

Through obloquy they go. 
And, by Omniscience guided, 

Can smile at every foe I 

"A little while ! " — then cometh 

An end to toil and strife. 
When every faithful servant 

Shall have a "crown of life !" 
In view of bliss immortal. 

They calmly watch and wait, 
Till through death's gloomy portal 

They reach heaven's golden gate ! 

Then, welcom'd by good angels, 

Their joy shall be complete. 
As round the throne of glory 

These timewom travellers meet : 
No mark of sin or sadness 

Shall mar their bliss for aye — 
But grief give place to gladness. 

Through one eternal day ! 
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Christian ! be thou brave and earnest ; 
Love — thy flame with which thou bumest; 
Souls — the gems for which thou yeamest. 

Let who will defame. 
Pity their determined blindness ; 
Conquer them by deeds of kindness ; 
Let not cowardly supineness 
Cover thee with shame. 

To God for succour flying, 

In perils dark and trying, 
Thou shalt not fear, when foes are near. 

On his strong arm relying ! 
Work I the day of labour waneth ; 
Prize the light that yet remaineth; 
Work ! for error still retaineth 
Souls in bondage dire. 

Pause not in thy holy mission; 
Be it thy sublime ambition, 
Eeckless of the world's derision, 

Jesus to make known ; 
Think to what thy toils are tending — 
Bliss on earth, and joys unending 

Eound heaven's dazzling throne ! 
Calmly on God relying, 
His grace thy need supplying. 
When foes are near, thou shalt not fear — 

Or perils dark and trying. 
Chbistian, then, be "up and doing!" 
Patiently thy course pursuing, 
Christ himself thy soul renewing 
With celestial fire ! 
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I would die young ! 
As a fair rosebud from its parent tree 
Drops timelessly, 

So let me die I 
Without a furrow on my guileless brow, 
I would depart and be an angel now, 

Beyond the sky I 

I would die young ! 
Before the foul infectious breath of sin 
Taints all within, 

I'd fly away 
Like timid bird by cruel hawk pursued, 
To gratify his stateless thirst for blood 

Of helpless prey ! 

Hush ! thoughtless one ! 
God — ^to prepare thee for a higher sphere — 
Hath sent thee here ; 

This world's a school : 
Only by discipline thou canst attain 
True wisdom, or for evermore remain 

An arrant fool ! » 

Old age for me ! 
A stately tree — healthy in branch and root, 
And rich in fruit : 

Life's not a curse 
To those who fight life's solemn battle well, 
And then the joys of conquest who can tell. 

Or half rehearse ? 
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Old age for me ; 
The quiet evening of life's autumn day — 
To muse and pray — 

To be again 
A child amongst grandchildren, and to see. 
And mingle in the sports of infancy, 

Delights old men ! 

God's will be mine ; 
Since what he wills is safest, wisest, best; 
No fears molest 

Their peace who cast 
The burden of their every care on him — 
In youth's bright mom and age's twilight dim 

Earliest and last ! 

3/0 linirreir m §tisbm. 



"Not lost but gone before'* 

To the celestial shore, 
To watch with love intense, your offspring still 

Out breathing, even there. 

The sweet parental prayer 
That God would deign to shield their souls from ill. 

Amen ! blest saints. Amen ! 

A few more storms and then 
We'll safely anchor on the other side, 

Where friendships are not broken. 

Nor farewells ever spoken. 
Nor Death have power to conquer and divide. 
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day of days most bright 

With uncreated light ! 
When earth's dissevered ones shall meet again ; 

happy ransom'd throng, 

Who chant the endless song. 
And ** Bongs and Priests with Christ" for ever reign. 

J)§eember 12th, 1864, 
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Where are the friends we early knew. 
When childhood's sunny mom was ours ? 

Some sleep beneath the momfal yew. 
Who perished like untimely flowers. 

Others have their last resting place. 
In some lone region wild and drear. 

Nor found amongst its savage race. 
One sympathetic mourner near. 

While some many a fathom deep 
Beneath the boisterous ocean's surge, 

Fast lock'd in Death's embraces sleep — 
The howling storm their funeral dirge. 

We soon with them must lonely lie ; 

may we with the sainted rise. 
Swift as on eagles' wings to fly 

To our celestial paradise. 
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With justice for our mottx), and Providence for guide. 
Well march to certain victory whoever may deride ; 
The truth is waxing stronger ; fair streaks of rosy light 
Give promise of a morrow incomparably bright ! 

Class riancours and contentions ere long shall pass away. 
And golden chains of kindness link heart to heart for aye ; 
Mankind shall then be brothers in effort and in aim, 
And through the coming ages acknowledge Love's pure claim. 

blessed reign of Eeason ! halcyon age of Peace I 
When war's infatuation and tyrants' sway shall cease ; 
When prison cells stand empty, and state tribunals dumb. 
Because each man unto himself hath now a law become. 

Then let us band together to speed the glorious time, 
With energy undaunted, in confidence sublime ; 
Unflirl your peaceful standard, ye valient men and true. 
For Bight shall yet be uppermost, and manhood have its due ! 

ApHl nth, 1873. 
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*'A11 thy works praise thee! 
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The sun's golden splendour that maketh the day; 
The moon's paler glory that silvers our way; 
Stars, planets, and comets their radiance combine 
To publish the praise of their maker and mine ! 



25 



Old ocean's mad foaming when hurricanes blow ; 
The hoarse thunder's roaring — the lightning's red glow ; 
The cataract, waterspout, torrent, and rill. 
Their glorious creator are worshipping still ! 

The rainbow, whose beauty attracts every eye ; 
The fleecy clouds sailing like sprites through the sky ; 
Eain, hail, frost, and snowflakes his goodness declare 
Whose word peopled heaven, earth, ocean, and air I 

The volcano vomiting torrents of fire ; 
The avalanche thund'ring, and pregnant with ire ; 
With winter's wild rigours, and Sol's torrid beam. 
Acknowledge Jehovah as God all-supreme ! 

Each mountain and valley, each forest and glen. 
Unknown and untrodden by footsteps of men ; 
Each woodland is vocal with melody's strain, 
And cavern-glooms echo it over again ! 

ShaU mauy then — the monarch and sovereign of all — 
Be silent, nor prostrate adoringly fall ? 
Ah, no I let it never be whispered that he 
To join the glad chorus reluctant should be. 

That chorus shall heighten till earth shall expire. 
And ever and ever swell louder and higher ; 
For glorified mortals shall chant angel-lays. 
And heaven's lofty portals be vocal with praise I 
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Christians awake ! and greet the mom. 

With "jubilant" acclaim, 
On which the "Prince of Peace" was bom 

To rescue man from shame ! 

O'er Bethlehem's plains, in olden time. 

As sacred story teUs, 
Was heard the incarnation chime 

Of sweet celestial bells ! 

While thus to shepherds in the night 

The wondrous message ran : — 
"Glory to God in heaven's pure height. 

Peace and good-will to man." 

Well might angelic anthems fill 

The solemn midnight air, 
Since Christ in manger mean and still 

A sleeping babe was there ! 

To him be cheerful homage paid. 

By all beneath, above. 
On whom our trespasses were laid. 

For such amazing love. 

Wake ! Christians, wake I and greet the mom, 

With "jubilant" acclaim. 
On which the "Prince of Peace" was bom 

To rescue man from shame I 



November 20th, 1866. 
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Time sweeps by with rapid pace, 
Soon will end our mortal race, 
Be it ours, while yet we may. 
To improve each passing day ; 
Death will soon his summons bring, 
" Time is ever on the wing !" 

Work ; the field for toil is wide : 
Fill the posts not yet supplied. 
Hear ye not the Master's call ? 
There is ample scope for all : 
Head, and heart, and influence bring, 
"Time is ever on the wing !" 

By the crime that stalks abroad ; 
Malice, violence, and fraud ; 
By the ignorance that blinds 
Millions of immortal minds ; 
From your souls supineness fling, 
"Time is ever on the wing I" 

"God and truth" your watchword be, 
Till a brighter day ye see. 
And lost Eden smiles again 
On regenerated men ; 
Faithftd to your purpose ding, 
"Time is ever on the wing !" 



28 



Life, how precious, who can tell ? 
Be our care to use it well : 
One by one the moments pass 
Out of Time's inverted glass — 
Till, beneath Death's cruel scythe. 
His devoted victims writhe ! 

Where are now the happy hours 

Of our childhood — crown'd with flowers ? 

When, absorbed in guileless glee. 

It was ecstacy to be ! — 

While, upon her mimic throne. 

Fancy reign'd — supreme, alone ! 

Soon, in life's exciting race. 
Youth sweeps past with rapid pace. 
And, anon, at equal speed, 
Stalwart manhood doth succeed. 
Till — the world's experience past — 
Age succumbs to Death at last ! 

Thus we "ripen," thus we "rot" — 
Greet our Mends — are then forgot : 
Be it ours, while yet we may. 
To improve each fleeting day, 
That when earthly labours close, 
We may find heaven's sweet repose I 
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We thank thee for the Spring-time, 
With its fertilizing showers, 

When nature, full of gladness, 
Bestrews our path with flowers ! 

For the bright reviving sunshine. 
When winti7 days are past ; 

And the balmy-breathing zephyr. 
After fierce Boreal blast ! 

We thank thee for the Summer, 
With its ripened golden grain ; 

For the orchard and the meadow, 
And the cattle-covered plain : 

For the home of merry voices 
In the teeming harvest-field : 

God of Providence ! we thank thee. 
For the rich, abundant yield ! 

We thank thee for the Autumn, 
With its precious gamer'd store ; 

And for hearts attun'd to praise thee 
For thy mercies we implore : 

That henceforth and for ever, 

It may be our daily care 
To glorify the giver. 

While his bounteous gifts we share ! 
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We thank thee for the Winter — 
Though a rough forbidding guest— 

For it is the blessed season 
When nature sinks to rest I 

And when the storm comes sweeping 

Relentless o'er the moor, 
May our charity be busy 

For the friendless, homeless poor. 
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I envy not the roving wish, 
I'd rather quench the fatal flame 

Than sacrifice my fireside bliss 
On the imhallow'd altar — Fame ! 

how could I a wanderer be. 

My home is sweeter far to me ! 

Contentment's smile, affection's tear, 
Wealth, rank, or fame can ne'er supply ; 

How soon their glories disappear. 
How soon the fleeting shadows fly ! 

A wanderer I would not be. 

My home is dearer far to me ! 

As ivy round the sturdy oak 

Finds friendly shelter from the blast, 
May my lov'd home thus prove a rock 

To screen me till life's storms are past ; 
how could I a wanderer be, 
My home is ever "sweet" to me ! 



u 




milg% jof ilgt §tnx. 



Presuming you already know 
How many months a year can show, 
Personified will now appear 
Each one in its appointed sphere. 

In January, as you see. 
Children are very fond of me ; 
And tho' my wintry days are short. 
They yield a large amount of sport. 

If any of you feel perplext. 

And wish to know what month comes next. 

Then let me whisper in your ear, 

'Tis February duU and drear. 

But lest the third you should forget, 
And with your lesson take the pet. 
Beware of crumbling tower and arch. 
For know that I am windy March. 

Dear children you must not complain 
If I should bring you lots of rain. 
For don't you know that April showers 
Prepare the soil for sweet May flowers ? 

Thank you, good brother, what you say, 
I can attest as flowery May ; 
With mingled wet and sunny weather. 
We'll get on very well together. 
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Now if you'd like to have a tune. 
Behold in me the minstrel June, 
When woods re-echo with my voice. 
And all its little birds rejoice. 

Beneath the shade you love to lie, 
When I appear as hot July ; 
Or seek the clear and limped pool. 
Tour temper and your skin to cool. 

August comes next, and I am he. 
Whom doubtless you are glad to see ; 
If so, I may as well express 
That I to see you am no less. 

I would have all of you remember, 
That I'm the harvest month September, 
When plenty crowns the smiling plain ; 
And homeward creaks the loaded wain. 

Are any of you fond of nuts. 
These in your hand October puts ; 
But if in climbing you should fall. 
The fault is your's not mine at all. 

You've heard of fogs and such like things, 
WeU, these are what November brings ; 
Tet still you know the darkest day 
Is cheered by Hope's refolgent ray. 

Last, but not least, behold appear, 
December bringing up the rear ; 
If you're contented, so am I, 
And beg to wish you all good-bye. 
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Hail ! once more delightful season ! 

Welcome to old England's bowers, 
With thy train of gay attendants — 

Sunbeams, blossoms, birds, and flowers ! 

Whereso'er my footsteps wander. 
Life and beauty greet me now— 



From the sweet sequester'd valley, 
To the lofty mountain's brow. 

Leafless woods, that stood and shiver'd, 
In the bleak December blast — 

Now array'd in vernal foliage, 
Eing the reign of Winter past ! 

Meadows erewhile waste and dreary. 
Feel at length the quickening ray — 

And amongst the freshening herbage, 
Pretty, sportive lambkins play. 

All around are cultured acres 
Fraught with evidence to cheer 

Those who toil in faith and patience. 
Till the harvest mom appear. 

Modest primroses unheeded 
Scent the forest's leafy dome ! 

Childhood's buttercups and daisies 
Find in every field a home ! 



34 

On the lakelet's placid bosom 
Sol beholds his glowing face, 

As from east to west he urges, 
Tireless, his appointed race : 

While each meaner thing is showing 
Its creator's skill and power, 

Be it thine, man immortal ! 
To contemplate and adore. 

In the universal chorus, 
Take a fuU conspicious part — 

Let the incense from thine altar. 
Be the homage of the heart ! 

Then when the bright orb is sinking 
From thy wistful gaze for aye, 

Thine shall be the glorious breaking 
Of a never-ending day. 
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Auspicious season ! Hope-inspiring Spring 
Thou com'st with healing in thy radiant wing ; 
Deserts rejoice thy advent to proclaim, 
And greening woods re-echo thy sweet name, 
Attired in beauty garlanded with flowers. 
Hail once again to this cold clime of ours ; 
At thine approach grim wintry gusts retire, 
And friends forsake the erewhile cheerful fire. 
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Behold yon truant nrchin, fall of glee, 
Exulting in a new-found ecstacy, 
Whose cause he knows not, nor doth care to know. 
Enough for him to feel the quickening glow 
Of the warm sunshine on his dimpled cheek, 
Enkindling raptures that he may not speak. 
happy childhood ! blissful ignorance ! 
Better than all the boastful world's pretence ; 
How often hath the hoary-headed sage 
Sighed at remembrance of the "golden age," 
When, as a bright-eyed boy, he romp'd away, 
In guileless jollity, the livelong day, 
TiU, wearied with enjoyment, at the close 
He found the rest that innocence bestows ! 

How welcome to the sick one doomed to pine 
In pent-up court, sweet Spring, thy ray benign !^ 
Precious as rain drops to the drooping flower 
Is thy kind greeting in aflMction's hour ; 
Cheer'd by thy smile the languid spirits rise. 
And from the soul despair's dark shadow flies. 
For all the blessings of these vernal days, 
God accept the tribute of our praise ! 
And give us hearts thy goodness to adore. 
In cloud or sunshine till we reach that shore 
Where beauty fades not, and whose valleys ring 
With ceaseless joy-notes to perpetual Spring ! 
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SeaBon of gladness, 

Banishing sadness. 
Robing the earth in a mantle of green ; 

Nature rejoices, 

Jubilant voices 
Warble melodious where silence hath been ! 

Woodlands are ringing, 

Daisies up-springing. 
Star-like and beautiful, spangle our way ; 

Sunlight is streaming. 

Rivulets gleaming 
Bright in the golden effulgence of day ! 

Flowerets the fairest. 

Richest and rarest ; 
Shake oflP their fetters, and burst into birth ; 

Valley and mountain. 

Brooklet and fountain. 
Glow with the radiance that blesses the earth ; 

While from creation. 

With exultation. 
Gushes forth gratitude, fragrant and sweet. 

Let not humanity. 

Swollen with vanity. 
Fail, with thanskgiving, its maker to greet ! 
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Author of beauty ! 

Teach us our duty. 
Bind our affections for aye to thy throne ! 

Be it for ever 

All our endeavour . 
Thee to acknowledge and worship alone. 

When through death's portal 

All that is mortal 
Sinks to dishonour, and falls to decay, 

Safe in his keeping, 

Peacefully sleeping, 
God shall requicken our slumbering clay ? 

Pilgrim of sorrow, 

Wait till to-morrow, 
Winter's wild storm-clouds will soon be o'erpast; 

Then, bless'd transition. 

Faith into vision, 
Thine will be sunshine that ever shall last I 
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Leave the city's smoke and din, 
With its myriad haunts of sin; 
Curb awhile the rage for pelf. 
Lay the ledger on the shelf; 
Con a page of nature o'er — 
Hill, or dale, or pebbly shore ; 
It will health and strength impart. 
Send fresh life-blood through.the heart ; 
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Prompt the laggard tongue to raise, 
Hymns of gratitude and praise, 
With the feathered minstrel throng 
(Happy as the day is long), 
Filling every bush and brake 
With the melody they make ! 
Flowers of varied shape and hue 
Breathe an oderous welcome too, 
As they lift up loving eyes 
To the bright cerulean skies, 
Ea<;h exhaling rich and rare 
Fragrance on the balmy air. 
Till, amid a world of tombs, 
Blighted Paradise re-blooms ! 

June 23th, 1878. 
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The hyperborean blast 

Again comes sweeping past. 
To harbinger the ruthless icy king. 

Whose inauspicious train — 

Wind, hail, frost, snow, and rain — 
As heretofore, he stiU doth with him bring. 

Another spring-time gay 

Hath come and pass'd away 
With aU its cheery sunshine, birds, and flowers! 

Summer and autumn, too. 

Have sighed a sad adieu. 
And left us nought but naked woods and bowers. 
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But shall our hearts repine, 

And to despair incline, 
When wearied nature takes a brief repose? 

Nay, for our faith is strong; 

That it will not be long 
Ere vernal blooms succeed to wintry snows ! 

Then, if we may not grieve 

When song birds take their leave, 
And zephyrs cease to bless, and flowers decay ; 

Why should we mourn for man, 

Who, after life's short span. 
Becomes the tenant of a " house of clay ? " 

Repulsiveness and gloom 

May cluster round the tomb. 
And falsely whisper — "Death's an endless sleep;" 

But, faithful to his trust, 

The ashes of the just 
Shall Christ, "the living head," in safety keep ! 

Christian ! lift thine eyes 

To yonder bright'ning skies ; 
We shall not always in earth's darkness grope ! 

Toil on, in faith sublime. 

Till, in a loftier clime, 
Fruition shall reward thy glorious hope I 



November 11, 1859, 
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Blithe spring hath hastened away, 
And summer's warm sunshine is o*er, 

Rich autumn refuses to stay, 
And winter retumeth once more. 

Gay song birds, whose melody sweet 
Enraptured in garden and grove. 

Have flown to a milder retreat 
To warble their ditties of love. 

The lifetime of flowers is past. 

With all their rich fragrance and hue. 
They have felt the chill withering blast, 

And, dying, bade mortals adieu ! 

Bud, blossom, and fruit are no more 
Beheld in their beauty and bloom ; 

The season of gladness is o'er. 
And natm*e lies shrouded in gloom. 

'Tis thus man is warned to prepare. 
And for death's dark winter provide. 

That at last in bliss he may share 
Where summer doth ever abide ! 

Blithe spring hath hastened away. 
And summer's warm sunshine is o'er, 

Rich autumn refuses to stay. 
Bleak winter returneth once more. 
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I come to proclaim in his majesty's name. 

The approach of the rough sm'ly king ! 
In his silvery vest, fantastically drest. 

While the forests his advent shall ring ! 
Eobed in saintliest white he appeareth in sight. 

While man sinketh back in amaze ; 
With his blustering train — hail, frost, snow, and rain. 

He cometh to shorten our days ! 

Put a log on the fire, and let the flame higher. 

And higher and higher ascend; 
He can do us no harm if we keep ourselves warm 

By the aid of the cottager's friend ! 
Then with heart and with voice let us loudly rejoice. 

And rough surly winter defy ! 
Spring again shall appear, our bosoms to cheer, 

. And fill us with gladness and joy. 



C^ri^tmH^ is^tt^ 



** Unto us a child is bom/* 



Hail ! lustrous Morning Star ! 

Resplendent from afar ; 
Whose wondrous advent ancient seers foretold : 

Thou with supernal light 

Incomparably bright, 
Dost fill heaven's arches of celestial gold I 

:s. 
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From vast eternity, — 

Ere time began to be, — 
Co-partner of thy Sire's effulgent throne ; — 

Ere mighty Cherubim, 

Or burning Seraphim, 
Peal'd forth their worship to the Eternal One ! 

condescending grace ! 

For Adam's guilty race. 
He laid his dazzling regal vestments by j- 

On this auspicious mom, 

Of virgin-mother bom. 
For Man to labour, agonize, and die ! 

Good-will and peace to earth 
Came with Messiah's birth ; — 

Angelic minstrels poured their sweetest lays ; 
While sages, at his feet. 
Laid down their offerings meet. 

In grateful homage to Immanuel's praise ! 

Then shall not we rejoice. 

And, with symphonious voice, 
A tribute of thanksgiving render thee ? 

But not with lip alone, — 

Unite our hearts in one, 
To warble forth the soul's true melody ! 

Accept our offering, 

Divine Incarnate King ! 
To celebrate thy natal day's return : — 

And when from earth we rise. 

To meet thee in the skies. 
Our souls shall then with nobler raptures bum ! 
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season blest ! when hope's auspicious star 
Shone o'er the babe of virgin-mother bom — 

And eastern Magi came from lands afar, 
To greet the Saviour on his natal morn I 

What meant the vision and angelic choir 
That burst upon the shepherds' wond'ring sight. 

Flooding the firmament with sacred fire 
On that mysterious and eventful night ? 

'Twas God's own voice proclaiming peace to men ; 
His only son that in the manger lay — 
Ordained to bare our traspasses away. 

And bring down Eden unto earth again ! 

That man, new-born, at length to heaven might rise 

And share the raptures of the upper skies ! 

But what is this ? A vision other far, 

Of lust and rapine, on a sterner scene, — 
Where potentates **let slip the dogs of war," 

And conflict rages where sweet peace hath been ; 
Hath the bright forecast of the olden time 

Failed of fulfilment like a fruitless tree ? 

Shall earth attain no higher^ destiny 
Than to grow ripe in ignorance and crime ? 
Go forth at morn, while yet the sun essays 

His shining course though liquid fields of air ; 
Mark well how first the mountains catch the rays. 

And afterwards the valleys get their share ; — 
'Tis thus man's moral darkness disappears 
Through brightening cycles of revolving years ! 
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yes ! despite the serpent's poisonous brood, 
This stricken world shall once again rejoice 
To hear, as at the first, its maker's voice. 

In softest tones, pronounce it "very good !" 

Let us be patient, and ourselves assure 
That truth, though slow of growth, shall yet prevail; 
Yea, sooner shall earth's granite-basis fail. 

Or heaven's strong pillars turn out insecure ! 

Then be our anthem this glad Christmas time — 
" Glory to God on high, good-will to men !" 

Till in a holier and happier clime. 
He, who erewhile the babe of Bethlehem, 

Shall bid us welcome to his home above, — 

That seat of matchless, everlasting .love ! 

Christmas, 1876, 
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Old Christmas, we greet thee 
With song and with cheer- 
Delighted to meet thee 
As now, once a-year ! 

The skies may be leaden. 
The air may be keen. 

But these cannot deaden 
True pleasure, I ween. 

With hearts full of gladness 
For comforts possest. 

There's no room for sadness 
To lodge in the breast. 
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Though death-cries are reaching 

Our ears from afar, 
Despite all the preaching 

That deprecates war ; 

Though famine has taken 

Its myriads away — 
And commerce is shaken 

Most rudely to-day, 

Yet one thing outliveth 
The storm and the strife — 

Hope evermore giveth 
To mortals new life. 

The star that directed 

The wise men of old, 
(By us unsuspected). 

We still may behold ! 

But not in a manger. 

Where oxen are fed. 
Doth Christ, as a stranger, 

Now pillow his head. 

His poor we have with us, 
For them we must care. 

And give from our treasures 
Whatever we can spare. 

**Help them,^' saith the Saviour— 

To me and to thee — 
"I reckon such favour 

As done unto meV 

Chrisfmai, 1877. 
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Come, crown him with holly, 

Fling off melancholy — 
For "Old Father Christmas" is with us again. 

Despite wintry weather, 

Make merry togther. 
And for a brief season forget to complain. 

With right loving greeting, 

As true kindred meeting. 
Let's cherish the spirit of friendship and love ! 

Life's path, travel-beaten, 

'Tis good thus to sweeten. 
Till we reach the bright home of our Father above ! 

With friends long departed. 

In childhood light-hearted. 
What pleasure we felt as each Christmas returned ! 

When 'mid tempests dreary, 

We sat, snug and cheery. 
Around the glad hearth where the yule-faggot burned ! 

Since then, widely sunder'd. 

We often have wondered 
If e'er the same homstead should hold us again ; 

Till, link by link breaking. 

With grief and heart-aching. 
We silently number the few that remain. 

May we who yet linger. 
Become each a bringer 
Of sunshine and blessing to all while we may ; 



47 



This festival season 
Doth furnish good reason 
Why all should be blithesome, unselfish, and gay ! 

Then crown him with holly, 

Fling off melancholy, 
And let us be happy at least once a-year ! 

With music and singing. 

And joy-bells a-ringing. 
We'll welcome "Old Christmas," and give him a cheer! 



Christmas, 1863. 



®|mtmas- 



Welcome ! merry Christmas ! 

Clad in raiment white, 
To the joyous circle 

Round the ingle bright ! 
Friends, long disunited. 

Bless thy festal day. 
When Love's torch, replenish'd. 

Sheds a kindlier ray. 

Welcome ! bounteous Christmas ! 

For thy varied store 
We would still be grateful, 

And the Lord adore. 
While our "cup of blessing" 

Thus doth overflow, 
Be it ours to lighten 

Misery's load of woe. 
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Welcome ! sacred Christmas ! 

Telling us of him 
Who became an infant 

In mean Bethlehem ; 
Where a lowly manger 

Was his cradle-bed, 
Whither Eastern Magi 

By the "star" were led. 

Welcome ! social Christmas ! 

Gracious boon to all 
Who, by deeds of kindness. 

Keep the festival ! 
Soon may listening mortals 

Catch the strains again 
From celestial portals, 

"Peace, good- will to men." 
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'Tis the Old Year's last night ; 

His life is ebbing fast ; 

Downward the stars their meek eyes cast, 
As watching for his flight ! 

Hoary with age and care. 
He longeth for repose. 
Till unseen hands his eyelids close, 

And smooth his silvery hair. 
/ 
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Anon, in measured chime. 
Is heard the passing bell. 
As it swingeth out its doleful knell. 

For one more year of time. 

'Tis gone — for ever gone ; 

None may its hours recall. 

Till the tribes of earth, both great and small. 
Surround the judgment throne I 

Thus do the years revolve. 

Fruitful in good or iU ; 

Bravely in future our post to fill, 
Be it our high resolve ! 
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Gone like the brethren before the flood. 
With all its chances for doing good. 

Or for doing evil o'er ; 
Gather around the funeral bier — 
Drop on its coflBn a parting tear. 

And toll the bell once more ! 

Grain by grain do the ages pass 
Swiftly through time's inverted glass, 

Till time itself shall end ; 
Ever earth's countless pilgrims glide, 
Onward, unresting — a human tide. 

As streams to ocean tend. 
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Welcome we, now, the young New Tear, 
With hearts of courage and sons of cheer. 

And hands to dare and do ; 
Willing and glad to be used to bless 
The children of want and wretchedness. 

To duly sternly true ! 

Work, till the wilderness shall rejoice ; 
Work, till humanity finds a voice 

To echo the angels' song ! 
Then shall the turmoil of nations cease 
And Christ be enthron'd as "Prince of Peace," 

And heaven the joy prolong. 
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Another link of time's eventful chain 

Is added to the all-absorbing past ; 

So runs our life away, it may not last. 
And naught but change unchanging doth remain I 

Frail voyagers on life's rough troubled sea, 
Vent'rous we pass from port to port awhile ; 
But, soon or late, our bark becomes the spoil 

Of shoreless, fethomless. Eternity ! 

We have our meetings and our partings here: 
Rejoice and sorrow with the selfeame breath ; 
Yest'reen, in tears, beside the couch of death, 

To-day, with revel — welcome the "New Year." 
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man, thou art a riddle; who can solve 
The startlmg paradoxes of thy lot ? 

By matter fetter'd to one grovelling spot, 
In spuit where ten thousand spheres revolve. 

But ope the Book of Books ; what readest thou ? 
I need not linger for the tongue's reply, 
Since from the flushing of thy speaking eye, 

1 gather all is plain and lustrous now ! 

Then let us, as probation's years roll on. 
Be found preparing for the final hour. 
Till safe at last beyond the tempest's power, 

We can exult o'er griefs for ever gone ! 



Jamtary 1, 1860. 



^hmm to Britain. 



Britannia ! Queen of nations ! arm of might ! 
AU-powerfal in the holy cause of right ! 
Long may thy standard float on every breeze, 
And thy proud navy sweep its subject seas ! 

Cradle of freedom ! country of the brave ! 
Terror of despots ! refuge of the slave ! 
Ne'er may thy children tarnish thy renown. 
Or tyrants cease to tremble at thy frown ! 

\ 
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Great in thy armies ready to fulfil 
The regal mandates of thy sovereign will ; 
Fearless of danger they, unskilled to fly, 
Like Britons conquer, or like Britons die. 

But, England, these are not thy mightiest power ! 
Trust not in these, as in thy strongest tower : 
There is a nobler and intenser strife 
Than love of country kindles into life. 

In thee the martyr's sacred army bled ; 

In thee confessors' saintly blood was shed ; 

These left a glorious legacy behind, 

And, '* being dead, yet speak" to all mankind. 

Peace to their ashes ! faithful to his trust, 
God shall remould the consecrated dust. 
Victors o'er death, his word shall bid them rise 
To meet the rapturous welcome of the skies. 

England ! 'twas for truth these heroes fell. 
Guard well the treasure — ^who its worth can tell ? 
Saqred deposit ! 'twas bequeathed to thee. 
And only dwelleth with the just and free. 

Fulfil thy mission ! for thyself alone. 
Thou art not seated on thy lofty throne; 
To bless the nations unto thee 'tis given, 
By him who rules on earth and highest heaven. 

Freely thou hast received ; as freely give. 
And teach the peoples how they ought to live, 
Til], as thou art, humanity shall be 
Possess'd of light, truth, justice, liberty. 
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I love to depart, in the sweet summer-time, 

When the meadows are green, and the woods in their prime; 

When gratitude warbles from every bough, 

And streamlets are gleaming- with joy as they flow; 

And the wild bees are humming defiance to care. 

As they busily roam through the balm-laden air ! 

Dear Cumbria, thy landscapes enrapture my sight, 
As they sweetly repose in the sun's ruddy light ; 
And if to ascend thy fam'd heights I essay, 
Regardless of all the fatigues of the way. 
How glorious the scene that entrances my view, 
'Neath nature's vast dome of cerulean blue ! 

Like a coy blushing maiden, sedate Keswick dwells. 
Encompassed by guardians — the heather-clad fells. 
Where beauty and grandeur their influence combine. 
Compelling a homage akin to divine. 
And callous, indeed, is the soul that can be 
XJnsmit by the charms that the dullest might see ! 

Each year as I ramble thy valleys among, 

And catch the blithe strains of the haymakers' song, 

With exquisite rapture my bosom is fired. 

And pants to express what the muse hath inspired ; 

So dear are thy mountains and lakes to my heart. 

So fresh and perennial the joy they impart ! 
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If scenery of earth be thus wondrously fair, 
Despite the offence of the first guilty pair, 
What measureless blessings, what transports unknown! 
Must be theirs who encircle the infinite throne ? 
Where sin hath no place, to disturb or destroy. 
Their peace everlasting, and fulness of joy ! 

February 8rd, 1864. 
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WBITTEN ON THE OCCASION 07 THE INDIAN HITTINY. 



Come, England, drop a tear 

For those who fought and fell. 
To curb the mad career 
Of spirits ripe for hell. 
It is but meet that we should own 
The valour by our soldiers shown. 

Promptly, at duty's call. 

They rush'd to beard the foe ; 
Eesolv'd themselves to fall, 
Or lay the traitors low ; 
Inspired by slaughtered infants' cries. 
And woman's dying agonies. 

Honour the gallant Neill, 

And dauntless Nicholson ! 
Grim death hath set his seal 
Their lion hearts upon ; 
With Wheeler, too, and Lawrence brave. 
Who died our Indian realm to save. 
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Nor can we e'er forget 

The young heroic maid,* 
By human fiends beset, 
Eemote from friendly aid. 
Whose fair right aim, in holy ire. 
Fivefold aveng'd her murder'd sire ! 

Britannia well may boast 

Of noble names like these ; 
Though dead, they are not lost— 
Their glorious memories, 
Transmitted down from age to age. 
Shall shine on Truth's historic page I 

But Havelock still lives ! 

Delhi once more is ours ! 
The Lord of Sabaoth gives 
The victory to our powers ; 
And soon again shall India be 
Blest with "profound tranquillity." 

Then, ! my fatherland. 

Learn wisdom from the past ; 
Distinctly understand 
Thy rule can only last 
While truth and righteousness bear sway — 
If these decline, it mmt decay. 

Be faithful to the trust 

Which Providence hath given ; 
To Hindostan be just — 
So shall approving heaven 
Its friture happiness ensure. 
And thy dominion aye endure. 

* Miss Wheeler, daughter of the lamented Colonel Wheeler. I 
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They leave us one by one. 

As ships go down at sea ; 
Time's current evermore doth run 

Into eternity ! 
Borne on the restless tide, 

Our friends speed swiftly past, 
And our irail bark must shortly glide 

Into that ocean vast ! 

This life, how like a flower 

In early spring-time gay. 
Whose beauty withers in an hour — 

Blooms but to pass away ! 
Kind heai-ts our childhood knew. 

Whose presence made us blest, 
Have sobb'd a sorrowful adieu. 

And left an aching breast. 

Surely it cannot be 

That this brief life is all. 
No more than leaves on yonder tree. 

That open but to fall ? 
Ah no ! what we call death. 

Is but a change of state, 
When we resign the body's breath. 

We drop the body's weight. 

Free, then, to roam at will. 
Through bright angelic spheres. 

Where undecaying pleasures fill 
The everlasting years ; 



L. 
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The soul on tireless wing, 
Urges its heavenward flight, 

Where Jesus Christ alone is king, 
Crowned with supernal light. 

In that ecstatic pla<je, 

Be it our joy to find 
The friends who for a little space 

Have left us here behind ; 
With heart re-linked to heart. 

By bands which naught can sever, 
Saints shall enjoy a glorious part. 

In paradise for ever. 

December 10th, 1866. 
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'Tis said that the Sun and the Wind had a fray. 
As to which of the two should be victors one day ; 
When spying a traveller plodding his way. 
Wrapped up in a cloak as substantial as grey. 
To accost him they ventured at once to essay. 
Hoping with his assistance, their quarrel to stay. 
Quoth the Wind, " Sir, a well-fitting garment you wear. 
Which I have long envied and think you might spare, 
And if to retain it you sjiill have a care. 
You must with myself for a tussle prepare." 
So with right good will did the Wind rave and tear. 
Till buildings were shaken and branches were bare. 
But all to no purpose, the fiercer it blew. 
His old doak still closer the traveller drew. 

\ 
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Quite Tanquished, the Snn at that moment shone out. 
And said, "My dear fellow, what's all this about ? 
The garment is mine, I will prove beyond doubt. 
Despite your attempts my pretentions to scout." 
At first he breathed gently, but soon it became 
A task how to bear with the swelt'ring flame ; 
Till oflP went the cloak, and then all were agreed 
The Sun should most justly be victor decreed. 
So kindness hath triumphed, again and again. 
When harsh means were powerless to influence men. 



May 23rd, 1867, 
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'Twas on a dark December night, 
When snow was falling fast, 

I sought my humble cottage roof, 
To screen me from the blast. 

Amidst the pelting storm I found 

A little beggar-boy. 
Who, 'neath the shelter of a hedge. 

Had lain him down to die. 



His half-clad limbs were stiff and cold. 

And pale as lifeless clay. 
Which made me think the spirit had 

Escap'd from earth away. 
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The tempest's rage now gathered streDgth ; 

Each blast howFd loud and shrill : 
I felt as if the wrathful storm 

My very blood would chill ! 

With spirit sadden'd at the sight 

Of one so young and fair, 
Left on that dark and dreadful night, 

To pine and perish there. 

I raised him from his cold damp bed. 

He gave a feeble groan. 
And ere he reached my cottage hearth 

The vital spark had flown. 

Next day I leamfc the sufferer's name — 

He was a drunkard's child. 
Whose wretched father had become 

A raving maniac wild. 

Once 'twas not so, when mutual love 
Dwelt in each parent's breast, 

And peace and temperance conspired 
To make that homestead blest, 

Alas ! temptation's gilded bait 

Ensnared the father's heart, 
And peace and happiness and love. 

As quickly did depart : 

Their mother languished for a time- 
Death's work was sure yet slow. 

And then the body sank beneath 
Its aggregate of woe. 
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Their offspring — erewhile lov'd, caress'd- 

Must now barefooted roam, 
Without a friend — alone, unblest, 

Or place to call his home. 

The winter came with chilling breath, 
Its blasts were load and wild ; 

His feeble frame gave way, and death 
Released the drunkard's child ! 
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Disconsolate spirit ! pining in sadness, 

Quickly arise ! 
Waken thy heart to pulsations of gladness — 
For 'tis unwise 
Hus from the future insanely to borrow 
More than thy daily allotment of sorrow. 

Rouse thee from slumber — ^sombrely dreaming! 

Mount from the dust I 
His that thou fear'st are but evils in seeming ; — 
Hopefully trust ! 
Providence ruleth ! and what he decreeth, 
Best thou would'st deem could'st thou see as he seeth. 

Learn of the lark ! he, his sweet matin trilling, 

Sings as he soars ! 
Or Philomel, that, while dews are distilling, 

Melody pours ! 
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Be taught by those choristers ; bravely endure ; 
And bliss even thou canst not fail to secure. 

Would'st thou be happy? then look upon others 

As on thyself! 
Never for lucre make slaves of thy brothers ; — 
Pitiful pelf! 
They who have most of the gain of oppression, 
Least have to boast of their cursed possession. 

Live for the good of the masses beneath thee — 

Lighten their lot; 
And though no rich one a fortune bequeath thee, 
It matters not ; 
Thine shall be opulence now and for ever, 
He cannot compass by all his endeavour ! 

Think of thy dignity ! — gifted with reason 1 

Creation's lord ! 
If thou deport thyself %ell a brief season, 
Then thy reward, 
Great and abiding, shall vastly out-measure 
Earth's rarest gift or time's costliest treasure ! 

Cheer up ! then, faint one ; cease thy repining. 

Labour and love ! 
Angels for brave hearts are ever entwining 
Garlands above ! 
Patiently toil for the world's elevation, 
Gamly awaiting thy last exaltation ! 
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Be thou true^ and fear not 

What the world may say ; 
It hath e'er obstructed 

Truth's advancing sway ; 
Let it rave and bluster 

As in ages past ; 
Heed not thou the fiiry 

Of the angry blast. 

Be thou true, and fear not 

What the world can do ; 
Join the valiant standard 

Of the noble few ! 
It hath often conquer'd, 

'Tis victorious still, 
Spite embattled legions 

And their utmost skill ! 

Be thou true, and fear not. 

But with hand and heart 
In the righteous conflict 

Act a hero's part. 
Aid to bind oppression. 

Help to free the slave ; 
Delve for hoary error 

An eternal grave I 

Be thou true, and fear not. 
For a brighter day 

In thy country's future 
Shall thy toil repay. 
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Nor for Britain only : 
Earth itself shall be 

Filled with light and freedom. 
Peace and equity ! 

Newcastle, 1857. 
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Look around ! ye working men. 
Can ye fall in love with nought 

Emanating, through the pen. 
From the fount of lofty thought ? 

Toil no longer for the sake 
Of your master's weal alone; 

You have interests at stake 
All-important as his own. 

Trim your cottage evening fire ; 

Make the hearthstone neat and dean ; 
Of the breathing page enquire 

What the mighty dead have been ! 

Lift the veil : let Truth declare ; 

She hath wondrous things to tell ; 
They who to her shrine repair 

Understand her secrets well. 

You may question Science, too. 
Think her not a maiden coy. 

Pleasures that you never knew 
She will constantly supply. 
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Through the circling aerial bounds 
With her take an upward flight. 

Tracking out the ceaseless rounds 
Of yon dazzling orbs of light. 

She descendeth far below 
Earth's enamelFd surface-sod, 

Ever seeking more to know 
Of the wondrous works of God. 

All that skill divine has made, 
"Worth her notice she esteems ; 

Grain of sand or grassy blade 
Objects full of wonder deems ! 

Thus with all the wise and great 
Spend your leisure evening hours ; 

Study, ere it be too late, 
How to cultivate your powers. 

Better far than golden grain 
Are the precious gems of thought 

That doth unto earth pertain — 
These with endless good are fraught. 



''iaitpl nxdo §tixtl^.'' 



Borne away on the storm's raven wing to her rest, 
She is now safely lodged in the home of -the blest; 
Through sore tribulation caught up to the skies, 
To greet her Redeemer with joyful surprise I 
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For years had she lahoured, with brave heart and true, 

Intent on the work God assigned her to do ; — 

An angel of mercy, to comfort and bless, 

And cheer with her presence the haunts of distress. 

Methinks I yet see her glide meekly along, 
With grace in her features, and heaven in her song ; 
As Hope's sweet evangel to hearts in despair. 
Like balm to the wounded, she swiftly doth bear ! 

Nevermore in the chamber of sickness and pain. 
Shall Lydia be found, to console and sustain : 
Her glorified spirit hath now its employ 
With Christ and the angels in fulness of joy ! 

Farewell, sainted sister — it may not be long 
Till we join with thyself in the seraphim's song. 
Where sin may not enter, where grief has no place. 
And death cannot sever true friendship's embrace ! 

Meanwhile let us faithfully labour and pray. 
Awaiting the dawn of Eternity's day. 
When the veil shall be lifted that hides from our sight 
The dear ones translated to mansions of light ! 

mw% Mmm. 




Music and flowers. 

To Eden's bowers. 
Conjointly welcom'd earth's primeval pair ; 

Who soon conspire 

With natm*e's choir. 
To swell creation's natal anthem there ! 
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Angelic strains 

O'er Judah's plains, 
Thrill'd with strange melody night's startl'd ear ; 

As, heralding 

Heaven's glorious King, 
In Bethlehem's babe, the minstrel-host drew near I 

With psalm and hymn, 

Brightseraphim 
Circle melodious the celestial throne ; 

Whilst floods of song. 

Dulcet and strong. 
Blend in a symphony to earth unknown ! 

Where'er we rove 

Streamlet and grove 
Warble soft numbers to refulgent day ! 

Valley and hill 

Are vocal still 
With woodland carols or wild breezes' play ! 

Thus honour crown'd 

Is music found. 
As it exerteth its impassioned spell ; 

Be it our care. 

And fervent prayer. 
To find the grace to use this talent well I 

When voice and lute 

In death are mute. 
And hush'd for ever are our pilgrim lays. 

May we appear 

In heaven's blest sphere. 
To join its service of unceasing praise I 



67 



%:e "^mt 0f tlgt ^:ea. 



I love to hear the music 
Of the rolling, dark blue sea, 

As it heaves its mighty bosom 
In unfetter'd majesty ! 

For, methinks its foaming billows, 
Breaking on the rock-bound shore, 

Are an emblem of that ocean 
Which resoundeth evermore ! 

None but he who holds those waters 
In the hollow of his hand. 

Can control their restless motion 
Or their giant might withstand. 

And 'tis he alone can fathom 
What the future hath conceal'd : 

Present, past, to come, are ever 
To his searching glance reveal'd. 

Bend, my soul, in reverent homage, 
To thy maker's sovereign will. 

Trusting to his kind protection. 
To uphold and guard thee still. 

He who rules the wild commotion 

Of the ever-sounding sea, 
In his rich paternal goodness. 

Will not fail to succour thee. 



Tifnemouth, August 15th^ 1861. 
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Beauteons gems in depths of ocean,. 

Pure and priceless though ye be. 
Young hearts glowing with devotion 

Are more precious far than ye. 

Valley lilies, bending lowly. 
Fair and fragrant though ye be, 

Youthful hearts, by grace made holy. 
Are more fair and sweet than ye. 

Diamonds, beauty's brow adorning, 
Fit for crown of England's Queen I 

Piety, in life's sweet morning. 
Far outshines your gaudy sheen ! 

Violets, 'neath the hedge-rows hiding. 

Emblems of humility ! 
Youthful saints, in Christ confiding. 

Are more lovely far than ye. 

Souls renewed are gems that ever 
Shine as stars at God's right hand ; 

Souls renewed are flowers that never 
Know decay in Canaan's land. 
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Buttercups and daisies — 

Childhood's cherished flowers, 
Bards have sung your praises 

In their happiest hours. 
Yours is no mean mission 

To a world hke this. 
Full of mad ambition, 

And soul-sordidness. 

From life's dusty highway, 

'tis sweet to steal 
To some verdant by-way. 

Your soft charms to feel! 
There commune with Nature 

On the spangled sod ; 
See in your Creator 

Our indulgent God. 

From such humble teachers 

Man might wisdom learn, 
Did he not the preacher's 

Lowly message spurn ; 
Voices without number 

Still to him are dumb. 
So wrapped up in slumber 

Hath his soul become. 



\ 
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Battercnps and daisies^ 

Everywhere are ye — 
In the forest mazes; 

On the open lea; 
Since, then, ye are cared for 

By a power divine, 
Wherefore, tell me, wherefore 

Should vain man repine ? 



June 2nd, 1865. 
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^^ Whither bounding so lightly, my beautiftd Child, 
To sorrow a stranger, by sin undefiled ?" 
^* I go, sir, to gather a chaplet of flowers. 
To garland my brow with these bright sunny hours I*' 
Pluck on, little innocent, " work while 'tis day," 
For summer is fleeting, and flowerets decay ! 

"A truce to thy ecstacy, flaxen-hair'd Boy, 
Thy soul seems o'erbrimming with turbulent joy.'* 
"And well may it be so — I revel in bliss ; 
Oh ! who can be sad in a world such as this ?" 
Eomp on, and be merry, my blithe-hearted friend. 
Too soon such enjoyment will come to an eni 
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" Say wherefore, fair Maiden, that glow on thy cheek, 
Betraying the raptures thy tongue may not speak ?" 
Her smile answers for her — ^no witness more true, 
The cause I unriddle without much ado ! 
Love on, gentle Maiden, a day may be near. 
When one shall be wanting thy spirit to cheer. 

" Ho ! there, pallid Student, we once were fast Mends, 
But now scarce to know me thy pride condescends !" 
" Wrong me not, quondam chum, 'tis ambition that fires 
My being with fierce self-consuming desires !" 
Toil on, then, old classmate, to make thee a name. 
Thou soon wilt discover how empty is Fame ! 

" Pause awhile, busy Merchant, give rest to thy brain; 
Thou dwarfest thy soul by devotion to gain." 
" 'Tis all very well thus to talk h'ke a sage. 
True wisdom forestalleth supplies for old age." 
Drudge on, then, poor earthworm, thy gold to increase. 
But ere thou art aged thy pulses may cease ! 

" What thinkest thou. Christian ? If these things be so. 
Can lasting enjoyment be met with below ?" 
" It can, if by faith to the Cross we repair. 
And rest in the Sacrifice *once oflfer'd' there !" 
Trust on, belov'd one ! thou only hast found 
Bewildered Humanity's anchorage-ground ! 
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In helpless Babyhood 

Behold him lie ! 

That feeble cry 
(By kind maternal heart well understood), 
His sole defence from ill, or plea for good ! 

For nought else can 

That embryo man 
Do to protect himself, or earn his food. 

To Childhood next we come ; 

How altered now 

That infant brow ! 
Artic'late is that voice erewhile so dumb ; 
The puling babe's a romping boy become ! 

While visions bright 

His soul delight. 
And leave for sadness in his heart no room. 

Youth we o'ertake at last ; 

Life pulses high ; 

Earth, ocean, sky. 
In panoramic show come sweeping past. 
Without a cloud or surly surging blast ! 

'Neath hope's bright beams 

Youth fondly dreams. 
Its radiant prospects ne'er shall be o'ercast. 
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But Manhood soon we reach, 

And wiser grown, 

Quite sobered down, 
(For other lessons doth experience teach. 
As erst to learn he did hot youth beseech); 

With wakeful heart 

He acts his part. 
And practices what others only preach ! 

Last comes decrepit Age ; 

With eyeb^-Us dim. 

Each weary limb 
He shuflBies on to nature's latest stage — 
(For Life's rough warfare he has ceased to wage). 

Till shorn of strength. 

He falls at length. 
And the grave closes o'er the forrow'd sage. 
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Creation's univeraal King ! 

Thy succours we implore : 
Still shield with thy protecting wing, 

"Old England's" sea-girt shore ! 

Secure beneath thy guardian smile ; 

Safe from intestine foes ; 
Vouchsafe to keep our favour'd isle 

In uudisturb'd repose. 

\ 
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But while thy bounties we receive, 

With peace and plenty blest, 
Shall we in sordid self-hood live. 

Nor care for all the rest ? 

While despots tread, with iron hoof, 

Their vassals in the dust. 
Can we supinely stand aloof. 

Nor deem the act unjust ? 

Shall prostrate millions ask our aid, 

Their birthright to regain, 
And still, no British effort made. 

In abject bonds remain ? 

Forbid it. Freedom ! may the wave 
Of ocean cease to flow. 
Or Sol to shine, ere Britons brave 
Such craven conduct show ! 

^Tis Albion's boast, whate'er betide 

Where Tyrant-princes reign. 
Earth's striken ones may safely hide 

Within her mild domain ! 

And never in our fatherland 

May freedom's flag be fttrl'd. 
But evermore may Britain stand 

The "Asylum of the world !" 

God speed the time when wrong shall end, 
And strife and bloodshed cease ; 

When man with man, as friend with friend, 
Shall live in love and peace ! 
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What shall I wish thee ? guileless days ; 
The joys of friendship, virtuous praise, 

And freedom from heart-sorrow ; 
Methinks it were no sin to pray 
For thee, that each succeeding day 

Might bring a smihng morrow ! 

May childhood's simple faith be thine. 

And Hope's bright rainbow round thee shine. 

And love inspire thy breast : 
May peace and heavenly purity. 
And sweet contentment dwell with thee. 

Each as a cherish'd guest. 

Thy choice be Mary's "better part ;" 
The service of a loving heart, 

And "willing hands" be given; 
Be it thy steadfast purpose still 
On earth to do the master's will. 

As it is done in heaven ! 

When shades of evening round thee close. 
And nature seeks the grave's repose. 

And sentient joys decay. 
Be thine to rise on angels' wings. 
Above this sphere of mortal things. 

To heaven's unsetting day ! 
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OUE SOYEBEK^NS, FROM THE CJNQUBST DOWNWABDB. 



First William the Norman, 

Then William his son ; 
Henry, Stephen and Henry, 

Then Eichard and John. 
Next Henry the third, 

Edwards, one, two, and three. 
And again after Eichard, 

Three Henrys we see. 
Two Edwards, third Eichard, 

If rightly I guess. 
Two Henrys, sixth Edward, 

Queen Mary, Queen Bess. 
Then Jamie the Scotsman, 

Then Charles whom they slew. 
Yet received after Cromwell, 

Another Charles too. 
Next James the second 

Ascended the throne. 
Then William and Mary 

Together come on. 
Till Anne, Georges four. 

And fourth William all past, 
God sent us Victoria, 

May she long be the last. 



/ 
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FBBSBNTED TO THE QFEEN ON THE MABBIAGB 07 THE FBINCB 07 
WALES, AND BY HEB GBACIOUSLY BECEITED. 



Strike an exultant strain 
Through Britain's wide domain, 

On this glad day ! 
Let every heart rejoice 
In Albert Edward's choice. 
And each uplifted voice 

Its homage pay ! 

A Princess, young and fair, 
Radiant with virtues rare, 

(Brave Denmark's pride !) 
From Scandinavia's clime. 
We welcome, in her prime. 
At this auspicious time, 

As Albert's bride ! 

Loud let the joy-bells ring 
For England's future King ! 

And future Queen ! 
Long may Britannia be 
Supreme o'er land and sea. 
The country of the free ! 

As she hath been. 
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God bless the Eoyal Pair ! 
And give them grace to wear 

Their honours well : 
May Peace, the "meek-eye'd dove," 
Descending from above, 
And sweet connubial love. 

E'er with them dwell. 

Bless, in her widowhood, 
Victoria, great and good, 

Our peerless Queen ! 
Be still her strength and stay. 
Guiding her steps alway. 
And hear us when we pray — 

God save the Queen ! 

March 10th, 1868, 
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THE AMEBICAN CBISIS. 



Sovereign of all ! to thee 
We look for victory 

To freedom's sword ! 
Strengthen the arm of right ; 
Nerve it with tenfold might ; 
All who for freedom fight. 

Succour, good Lord ! 
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Confound the sordid schemes : 
Shatter the "golden" dreams 

Of selfish men : 
Henceforth may Slavery be 
Unknown on land or sea, 
And songs of jubilee 

Be heard again ! 

End the inhuman strife. 
And breathe a nobler life. 

Lord, into all : 
But chiefly, now, we pray. 
In this our " evil day," 
That thou wouldst sweep away 

The Bondman's thrall ! 

That so, no relic left 

Of that which rudely cleft 

Concord in twain ; 
With peace and freedom blest ; 
Of commerce re-possest ; 
The " land shall then have rest" 

Through her domain ! 
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Take courage, ye friends of the Slave, 
The morning of liberty breaks ; 

Far o'er the Atlantic's wild wave 
The demon of tyranny quakes ! 
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The night of oppression and wrong 
Flies onward apace to its end ; 

And soon the glad " Jubilee song" 
Shall to the great Father ascend. 

Ye who amid obloquy toil. 

Your brethren from bondage to free, 
Hope on, for delivered the spoil 

From the gripe of the spoiler shall be. 

what a blest mission is yours ! 

So holy, so fraught with good-will ; 
How precious the boon it secures, 

How priceless the rescue from ill ! 

When Israel from Egypt of old 

Triumphantly pass'd through the deep. 

The obsequious waters, we're told. 
On either hand stood " as an heap." 

This Pharaoh beholding, enraged. 
Commanded his hosts to pursue, 

"Which now the mad surges engaged. 
And Egypt's proud army o'erthrew. 

'Tis thus in all ages and climes. 
Though wrath for a season delay, 

That they who persist in their crimes, 
Soon or late the dread penalty pay. 

The "God of the Bible" still reigns, 
Though tyrants awhile may oppress. 

And the victims of thumbscrews and chains 
Ere long shall have ample redress. 
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Mourn, Freedom, mourn 

Thy dauntless champion borne 
To the cold grave while in his manhood's prime ! 

Sleep, Patriot, sleep : 

God's loving angels keep 
Their holy vigils round thy couch sublime ! 

Trust, Brothers, trust, 

O'ermartyr'd "Lincoln's" dust 
Shall wave the harvest of long toilsome years I 

Base, Preedmen, rise : 

Be yours the more to prize 
The liberty achieved by blood and tears ! 

Pray, Christians, pray 

That swords may cease to slay, 
And hostile flags be furl'd and cannons dumb ! 

Hail, Concord, hail : 

Peace doth again prevail ; 
Columbia, hath at length her foes o'ercome ! 



May IH, 1865. 



^ 
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WBITTBN ON THB OCCASION 07 BUSSIA'S UNCONDITIONAL AOOBFTANOB 

OF THB AUSTRIAN FBOFOSALS AS A BASIS FOB 

NBGOTIATION, JAN. 16, 1856. 



Hark ! what means that dulcet voice, 
Bidding Europe's heart rejoice — 
Charming into blest repose 
All her agonizing throes ? 
Where the cannon blaz'd before — 
Where the sword-blade dripp'd with gore ; 
Over conflict's crimson'd plains 
Peace once more triumphant reigns ! 

Waft, ye winds, the welcome sound ; 
Spread the gladd'ning news around ; 
Weeping matrons, dry your tears ! 
Wives and children, calm your fears ! 
Sorrowing kindred, cease to mourn ; 
Those ye love shall soon return ! 
Over conflict's crimson'd plains 
Peace once more triumphant reigns ! 

Let us, then, a tribute raise 
Worthy of the boon we praise ! 
Toil in hope, nor cease to pray 
For that bright millennial day. 
When earth's warring tribes shall be 
Join'd in bonds of amity, 
And, o'er conflict's dread domain, 
Peace for aye triumphant reign I 
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thou, whose sovereign word 

Creation's fetters broke. 
When nature's earliest pulses stirr'd, 
And beauty first awoke, 
Speak once again, and let there be 
Hope for distracted Italy ! 

In a weak arm of flesh 

We would not — dare not, trust ; 
Thy hand alone hath power to thresh 
The mountains into dust ! 
Stir up thy strength, and let us see 
Life in priest-ridden Italy ! 

As darkness flies apace 

Before the blaze of day, 
May Truth's efPiilgent splendours chase 
Infernal shades away ! 
"Light of the World," bid darkness flee 
Prom long-benighted Italy. 

God speed the blessed time 

When Error's tottering throne 
Shall cease to curse that sunny clime, 
And Christ shall reign alone ! 
Then, not till then, made truly free. 
Shall flourish far-famed Italy!. 



October 3rd, 1660. 
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Have some pity, Master Gladstone, 
Don't extinguish me outright ; 

"Kill the dog," appears your maxim, 
"Tho' he neither bark nor bite !" 

There's your plaguey Dicky Cobden 
Been across the sea to France 

Talking lots of free-trade nonsense. 
Till e'en Nappy looks askance ! 

Oh me I it was once far other. 
In the days when I was young, 

Ere a solitary croaker 
Wagg'd his little waspish tongue ! 

Then my ready smile was courted 

By the noblest of the land ; 
And, in truth, so winsome was T, 

Nothing could my charms withstand ! 

But alss I there's nothing constant 

In this fickle world of ours, 
And the sun that rose in brightness. 

May be soon eclipsed by showers. 

So the shuttlecock of Fortune 

I ingloriously became. 
Even Bobby Peel divided 

My august ancestral name I 
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And, by cruel persecution, 
He deprived me of my bread, 

Till — in sheer despairing madness- 
From the recreant soil I fled ! 
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A dark, portentous cloud 

O'er groaning Europe hangs ; 
The war-cry waxeth loud — 
The martial trumpet clangs ; 
While countless hosts, like beasts of prey. 
Are panting for the bloody fray I 

To gratify the pride 

And lust of lawless power. 
Soon will a crimson tide 
Italia's plains deflower ; 
And war's red banner be unfurFd 
Over this "garden of the world!" 

We cannot, will not, think 

They fight for freedom's sake ; 
The truth we must not blink, 
Their word we dare not take. 
We know the tyrants now too well. 
To be enchanted by their spell ! 
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rrom mutual enmity — 

For conquest they contend ; 
The cause of liberty 

They mean not to befriend ; 
Pretending with their lips to bless. 
Their hearts are fall of bitterness. 

My country ! stand aloof. 

League not with tyranny ; 
Can'st thou produce a proof 
Of its sincerity ? 
Interrogate the ages gone, 
And echo will reply — "Not one I" 

Too often, in the past. 

Thy rulers have been known — 
Begardless of the blast. 

By pleading Freedom blown ; 
While throned oppression, gorged with blood. 
Hath been our ally — great and good ! 

Why trail thy honour so 
Abjectly in the dust ? 
Oh ! why so late to know — 
'Tis wisest to he just? 
Arise ! and fling the burning shame 
For ever from thy glorious name ! 

Then shall thy power be felt 
Alike by prince and slave ; 
Then shall thy aid be dealt 
In succours to thy brave — 
Till earth's circumference shall be 
Sacred to peace and liberty ! 
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cruel scourge of war. 

Dear bought thy glories are, 
When purchased by a nation's blood and tears ; 

With groans for coinage grim, 

From anguish'd heart and limb. 
How poor at best thy glittering pomp appears. 

Tremble, ye sons of strife, 

As "fast and loose" with life. 
To compass your own selfish ends ye play ; 

Curb your ambitious zeal. 

Before your hearts of steel 
Are proof against God's solemn reckoning day. 

When shall the peoples be 

From clutch of tyrants free. 
True to each other and to God alone ? 

Haste, bright millennial day. 

When Peace, enthroned for aye. 
Shall bind earth's manumitted tribes in one ! 

Till that auspicious time. 

Be ours the task sublime. 
By precept and example to proclaim 

The brotherhood of man. 

And heaven's remedial plan, 
To save the world from sorrow, guilt, and shames 
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John Bull's a right social and lovable man, 

He can't be a hermit whoever else can ; 

At banquets and soirees so jolly is he, 

'Tis really delightful sudh gusto to see ; 

One son doth resemble him much if not quite, 

'Tis the "member for Birmingham — ^honest John Bright I" 

This John, like his namesake, good natur'd and fat. 

Has had with his friends a political chat ; 

The topics were various, but won't suit my rhymes, 

"America," "Denmark," "Delane," and the "Times;" 

While thousands applauded each eloquent flight 

Of the Corn-law League champion, resistless John Bright I 

Newcastle has long been expecting to see 
Her dear representatives, "Headlam and B. ;" 
And it looks rather like, as some people would say, 
As if they were having things all their own way ; 
But true to his colours — transparent as light. 
Is the thorough reformer, undaunted John Bright ! 

would there were more of the true British school 
To enter a protest against wrong and misrule ; 
Meanwhile let us honour, with hearty good will, 
The men who stand firm by their principles still, 
Eesolved to contend to the last for the right. 
And such an one truly is sturdy John Bright. 



1 
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To be sure, Ben Dizzy, thou verily art, 

Whatever some folks may say ; 
'Twas nought but ignorance kept us apart 

Through all our political way. 

Here's jolly John Bright will take thy arm, 

Henceforth together you'll go ; 
As for Gladstone, he feels a little alarm 

As to what this "Bill" may grow. 

Some knowing old sage hath wisely said, 

"If manhood we closely scan, 
Twill often be found that childhood's head 

Patemates the future man." 

At least, Ben Dizzy, methinks 'tis true 

So fer as concemeth thee. 
Since thy young head was as Radical too 

As any young head could be ! 

And now that manhood mature is reached^ 

It gladdens our hearts to know. 
Thou hast not forgotten the homilies preached 

By thyself so long ago ! 



Jfay 23rd, 1867. 
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Who are the noble ? only they 
Whom noble thoughts inspire, 

To soar above the beaten way 
Of grovelling desire. 

They err who blatantly applaud 

Nobility of birth, 
And give to station's tinsel gaud 

The meed of solid worth. 

Virtue alone invests the soul 

With an unfading crown. 
While through the ages gleams the goal 

Of measureless renown. 

Perchance yon panting toil-worn slave 

May in possession be 
Of wealth that nature never gave 

Our proud nobility. 

There's many a man, to fame unknown. 
Whom haughty lordlings spurn. 

From whom the monarch on his throne 
Might wholesome lessons learn. 

Do what is right, let noble aims, 

And nobler deeds be thine, 
If thou would'st earn substantial claims 

In virtue's walks to shine. 



91 



^omt to % Moohn. 



Come to the woods ! Hark ! the sweet birds are singing; 
Come, for the wild flowers profusely are springing; 
Come — do not tarry, — the blithe lark is winging 

Up to mid-heaven his eloquent flight ! 
Come to the woods, brother! leave the close city — 
They who can't do so are worthy of pity; 
"Work, ceaseless work !" their unvarying ditty — 

First thing at mom, and the last thing at night. 

Come to the woods! and make pleasure a duty; 
Steep thy young soul in the essence of beauty. 
Till, richly laden with exquisite booty, 

Thou shalt exult o'er thy new gotten spoil. 
Come ! for kind Nature of care would relieve thee; 
See ! she has donn'd her best robes to receive thee, 
And a May-chaplet doth lovingly weave thee. 

To garland thy brows with, brave son of toil ! 

Heart-sick of the world, its shams and gold madness. 
Flee to the woodlands, and bury thy sadness; 
Spring is the seafion of music and gladness. 

Therefore, desponding one, smile and be gay ! 
Come to the woods ! intermit thy repining, 
Sol to invite thee is lustrously shining ; 
Thou shalt find pleasure — exalted, refining — 

Come to the woods, brother ! come, come away ! 

Moff 10th, 1864. 
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A LOCAL BHYHE. 



Cheer up ! it won't be long 
Ere Walters sends a throng 
Of workman, stout and strong 

(The sinews of the nation). 
To clear away the bricks. 
That, with stones and charred sticks. 
Do picturesquely mix. 

Where raged the conflagration. 

Some said " 'tis time enough 
Yet to remove the stuff, 
All have not seen the proof 

Of the great devastation !" 
Conservatives, indeed I 
Sure all must be agreed, 
Who in such case would plead — . 

The world's accommodation ! 

To these we now would say, 
'^Please step out of the way — 
For we have won the day ! 

'Mid shouts of exultation;" 
And soon shall proudly rise. 
To bless our longing eyes. 
The fruit of enterprise. 

From blackened desolation. 

The time may come when you — 
Just like the man who blew. 
For him whose music drew. 

The people's acclamation. 
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May boastfully proclaim, 
"We helped to fan the flame, 
From out of which there came 

This Phoenix innovation!" 
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THOMAS BBYSON, LATE TOWN 8TTRTET0E OF NBWCASTIB, 



The startling summons fell 

Upon his wakeful ear. 
He knew its fatal import well. 

But, knowing, felt no fear. 

It was the bridegroom's voice. 
The Saviour that he lov'd. 

Of whom his soul had made lier choice. 
In whom he lived and moved. 

With well-trimm'd lamp and bright 
(He had not oil to buy), 

His ransom'd spirit took its flight, 
To join its spouse on high ! 

Now, safe for evermore. 
With saints at God's right hand. 

He is "not lost but gone before," 
To Canaan's sinless land ! 

Fehruofy 20, 1868. 
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Absent from the body, present with the Lord, 
Face to face beholding whom her soul adored ; 
In the "many mansions" of the home on high, 
Far beyond the glories of this nether sky — 
She hath pass'd for ever from our sight away, 
To the gorgeous splendours of unsetting day ! 

Mourn we not her exit, since our loss is gain 
To the spirit lightened of its load of pain ; 
Feeling well persuaded that she triumphs now, 
With a crown immortal on her radiant brow ; 
And life's struggle over, all its warfare past, 
With her blessed Saviour she is safe at last ! 

Vie we with the angels in their song of praise, 
For another trophy of redeeming grace ; 
For a fresh voice added to the heavenly choir. 
And a new harp trembling with celestial fire : 
'Tis no time for sorrow, since, among the blest. 
Our departed sister dwells in endless rest ! 

Turn we from the sainted to the world again, 
Lovingly to labour for the souls of men. 
Till the gracious master grant a sweet release, 
And the wearied workers all lie down in peace. 
Waiting for the summons that shall bid them rise 
To a blest reunion in the upper skies ! 



November Uhy 1876. 
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Children, don't you miss to-day 
One abruptly snatched away, 
Like a frail and beauteous flower 
Smitten by the tempest's power ? 
We no more behold his face 
But his little vacant place 
Says, in solemn tones to you, 
"Be ye, therefore, ready too!" 

In his early death you see 
Proof of your mortality ; 
Be it, then your earnest care 
For the summons to prepare, 
That when called upon to die, 
You may take your place on high. 
And with William Fenton Brown, 
Wear a never-fading crown ! 



*'JIara/^ 



LINBS ON THB DEATH OF A FAYOUEITB DGQ BELONGING TO A OOVSIN 

OB THB AUTHOB. 



Belentless death, that spares no human friend, 
Howe'er beloved or tenderly carest. 

Thought it no prodigality to spend 
An arrow for a brute's ignoble breast. 
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For gentle ** Flora," — ^kindliest of her race, 
Drops, unconsfcrain'd, the sad memorial tear ; 

E'en she hath left a little vacant place, 
Affections may not fill for many a year. 

Methinks I see her now, elate with pride. 
Barking for very gladness, when I rose 

To get my hat, my slippers lay aside. 
To take a stroll at noon or evening close. 

Deem it not weakness, artlessly to feel 
For what once lov'd us, now no longer seen ; 

'Tis nature's instinct that doth o'er us steal, 
Eeminding us of pleasures that have been. 

Decemher 12th, 1860. 
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Talk not to me of gold 

As man's supremest good ; 
A creed so hollow, false, and cold. 

Should ever be withstood ! 
From mammon's glittering shrine 

My brother turn away ; 
Let not that priceless soul of thine 

Be set on sordid clay ! 
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Speak not of high renown. 

Apart from honest aim ; 
I envy not a kingly crown, 

Or popular acclaim. 
But, if it be my lot 

To help one wretch to rise, 
I carve a name that will not rot — 

The good deed never dies I 

Extol not pleasure's charms, 

Ignoring what is right. 
Lest, in the treacherous syren's arms, 

Thou feel the serpent's bite. 
To conscience still be true. 

Whatever others say, 
XJnaw'd by ought that others do. 

Do thou the right alway. 

In God repose thy trust, 

Obey his gracious call; 
And to thy fellowman be just, 

Whatever fate befall. 
So shall thou best secure 

The wealth that ne'er decays. 
And fame and pleasure that endure 

Throughout eternal days ! 



May 5th, 1860, 
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Bnlighten'd British Christians, can you spare 
No sympathy for yonder groaning slave, 
Who, o'er the broad Atlantic's stormy wave, 

Is doom'd the oppressor's galling yoke to wear ? 

think of sacred home-ties rudely rent ; 

Of lacerated hearts and streaming eyes ; 

The "middle passage" — ^lash, death, agonies — 
Endured for those on sordid Mammon bent ! 

If ever cruel wrong's relentless reign 
Inflicted direst woes on human kind. 
Its hideous carnival we still may find 

In Christian lands beyond the western main ! 

There — need we write it ? — ^pious men, forsooth. 
Are traffickers in human flesh and blood ! 
Elders, who largely boast of doing good, 

And even ministers of gospel truth ! 

Well may the infidel, with ribald glee, 

Grow bold in blasphemy, and laugh to scorn 
That holy name by such disciples borne. 

When he beholds such inconsistency ! 

Go, gird on sackcloth ! hasten to repent ! 
Ye who wax wealthy by unhallow'd gains, 
Ere, bound yourselves in retribution's chains. 

Ye find it unavailing to relent ! 

Efface for aye your country's foulest blot ; 

No longer dare heaven's dread avenging hand ; 

Lest righteous wrath consume your guilty land, 
And your remembrance in oblivion rot ! 

February 17th, 1869, 
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Pity the barefooted shivering Sweep ; — 
Horrible work it must be for to creep, 
With scarified elbows and knees up the steep 

Of your chimney — filthy and drear. 
Blush, dainty sirs, and yet daintier dames, 
As ye cruelly wink at thin foulest of shames. 
Denying e'en common humanity's claims. 

With a cold hard-hearted sneer. 

Te may vaunt of your nobler birth as ye may. 
Despising the climbing boy's coarser clay ; 
But, remember, there cometh a reckoning-day 

When the Sweep shall have his due ! 
Unpitied, uncar'd for, though he may be, 
While dragging his burden of misery, 
A stranger to Christian charity — 

And a stranger, forsooth, to you ! 

Away with all felse and fastidious pleas^ 
Quit the guilty couch of inglorious ease. 
And league for th6 rescue of "such as these" 

From bondage so dark and dire ! 
Do this in the spirit of Christian zeal. 
And soon the poor soot-boy's wounds shall heal, 
And a holier influence round you steal 

As ye sit by your evening fire ! 

January 26th, 1864. 

\ 
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Until now, Lord, thou hast been 
Ever with me — anight and day — 

Through ten thousand snares unseen 
Gently guiding all my way. 

Thou in childhood's sunny morn, 
Didst bestrew my path with flowers. 

While on Fancy's wing upborne, 
Swiftly flew the laughing hours ! 

Mine were choicest household joys; 

Parents kind to me were given, 
Who essay'd to fix my choice 

On the things of God and heaven. 



Until now — in storm and shine, 
Grief and gladness, ease and pain — 

Thou hast sought to make me thine. 
My unworthy heart to gain. 

By the mercies hourly shown 
To my weakness, want, and sin; 

By the safeguards round me thrown. 
And the Spirit's light within. 

Keep me. Lord, by grace o'ercome. 
Meekly at thy cross to bow; 

In thy heart there "yet is room,** 
Who hast spared me "until now I" 
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Beside his loving heart, 

Who bore our penal smart, 
The penitential host asylum find; 

By Satan sore withstood, 

Resisting unto blood, 
Their bruised souls doth Christ, the healer, bind. 

blessed hiding place ! 

Within whose large embrace 
Earth's countless prodigals find ample room; 

Here oil and wine abound. 

And living bread is found. 
To keep the spirit in perennial bloom. 

Without, confusion reigns. 

For Passion still maintains 
In human hearts a fierce unbridled sway; 

Within, God's holy place 

Proclaimeth sweet release 
To those who turn from vanity away. 

Ho! ye who fain would know 

A riddance from your woe. 
Take refuge in Immanuel's wounded side; 

Obey his gracious call. 

He freely welcomes all. 
For every wandering sheep the shepherd died. 

March 30th, 1867. 

\ 
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IVe searched the Bible through. 

And without hesitation, 
I can afiUrm as true, 

That to the "Eevelation" 
From "Genesis," I do not find 
It sanctions wine of any kind. 
For use, not e'en in moderation. 
That doth produce intoxication ! 

Tis true of wines there were 

A multiplicity ; 
But most of these will bear 

The test of scrutiny ; 
For you will find that they were free 
From that which many think to be 
A conmion universal feature, 
A portion of their very nature ! 



Give me the untortur'd fruit. 

Pure, uncontaminated, 
For Bacchanalian rout 

It never was created ; 
Let others quaff their poison, 

And dream their life away, 
I see upon the horizon 

Signs of a brighter day. 
Whose glorious sun the clouds shall banish. 
And every foolish custom vanish ! 
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Thrice blest are they, who, with ungrudging hearty 

Their influence and their energies exert 

To raise the fallen, succour the distrest, 

And kindle hope in the desponding breast. 

'Tis sad to think, in this enlightened day. 

What numbers of poor children go astray ! 

Mere infants some, of home and kindred reft, 

Of letters innocent, though not of theft ; 

The restless arabs of our streets and squares, 

Infesting aU the public thoroughfares ; 

These grow into the burglars, fierce and strong. 

Who prowl at night, committing deeds of wrong. 

Laughing to scorn the best detective skill, 

Till murder, haply, the dark cup shall fill. 

Would it not, then, be wiser to reclaim 

These erring youngsters from the path of shame. 

And stem the tide of evil at its source. 

Than suffer it to swell from bad to worse ? 

If such your verdict, this bazaar is meant 

To carry out more fully that intent ; 

Then act at once upon the "golden rule," 

Inspect the stalls, and aid the Eagged School. 



March 25th, 1869. 
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Thank God^ in Christian England^ we can plead 
. Misfortune's cause, nor ever plead in vain ; 
No phase of suflfering or of abject need, 

But soon or later doth its suit obtain. 
They are our noblest monuments, which tell 

Of sorrow soothed and poverty relieved ; 
Our peaceful conquests these, which far excel 

Heroic deeds by force of arms achieved ! 

These are at once thy glory and thy pride, 

My native land ! none can compare with thee ; 
Be these thy theme of boasting, far and wide, 

"Whatever the theme of others' boast may be ! 
'Twas thus, the blessed Saviour of our race 

Eclipsed in goodness aU who came before ; 
Till, by a crowning act of matchless grace. 

The broken law's just penalty he bore I 

Then let ns more resemble him whose name 

We count it joy unworthily to bear. 
And by our actions to the world proclaim 

That we a portion of his spirit share ! 
Though chiefly o'er the soul his bowels yearn'd. 

And sought its crushing anguish to remove, 
Yet, in his days of flesh, he never spurn'd 

The body's calls on his exhaustless love ! . 
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At his almighty mandate sight was given^ 

While brooding darkness slunk, abashed, away ; 
E'en death, discomfited, his fetters riven, 

Reluctantly renounced his rising prey ! 
Nor did he fail his blessing to bestow 

On those devoid of hearing and of speech. 
But, like a mighty tide's unwearied flow. 

Its heaving streams did every ailment reach. 

Do we not now the master's accents hear, 

Repeating solemnly, ** Go labour thou. 
And though thou can'st not give Hhe hearing ear,' 

Nor with * blest faculty of speech ' endow ! 
Yet may'st thou, by sweet sympathy of soul. 

Help them to bear their providential lot. 
Who, from some cause beyond their own control. 

Are fitting objects of thy Christian thought." 

Then let us render all the aid we can. 

To bless and educate the helpless poor ; 
If thus we labour for the weal of man. 

Here, or hereafter, our reward is sure. 
Nor must we cease to point to realms on high. 

Where — ^mute no longer through eternal days. 
They, with seraphic choristers, may vie 

In rapturous songs of never-ending praise ! 

December 6th, 1869, 



\ 
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A SHYME FOB THE TIMES. 

DEDICATED (WITHOUT PEBMISSIOlf) TO MESSES. LIDDELL, FOOLB, 

AND CO., OF THE BELOBAYIA COITFESSIONAL, LONDOK. 



'Twas with pleasure that I saw, 
Mr. ^* Punch" lay down the law. 
For the Vagabonds who draw 

From the unsuspecting fair. 
Secrets that no human ear 
Can without defilement hear ; 
Trenching on their maker's sphere 

They his righteous anger dare. 

"Well may England's church be weak> 
And the godly " far to seek," 
Since her pastors, prim and sleek, 

Heedless of their solemn charge. 
Can be guilty of a crime 
Worthy of the olden time, 
Ere jfrom Popish filth and slime 

Our forefathers did emerge. 

Blush and hide your heads for shame. 
Ye whom "divers lusts" inflame. 
Yet meanwhile pretend to claim 

Apostolic mission given 5 
You are contradictions quite, 
Oil and water shall unite. 
Darkness fraternise with light. 

Ere yon prove your call from heaven. 
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"Wolves disguised as harmless sheep, 
Eending those ye ought to keep, 
As ye sow so shall ye reap 

In the coming day of doom ; 
Then, denuded of disguise, 
Shall your craven spirits rise, 
Summoned to the "great assize," 

Fill'd with dire foreboding gloom. 

Ne'er can Zion equal be 
To the world's extremity. 
Till from Romish fetters free 

She doth spring to life anew ; 
Then, like giant cheer'd with wine. 
Strong to run the race divine. 
Shall her heavenly virtues shine. 

Sunlike, and as lasting too ! 

Ought not Britain then to pray 
That her God would sweep away 
From her favor'd church for aye. 

All these "refuges of lies?" 
Work, and struggle, and aspire. 
Till the purifying fire 
Meeten her for worship higher, 

In the "temple of the skies/' 
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Dear friends, it gives us pleasure 

To meet you here to-night ; 
Your smile, in no mean measure, 

Enhances our delight : 
What if — obscure and lowly — 

Our influence be but small. 
We know the cause is holy. 

And that makes up for all. 

Sternly resolved as ever 

From drinking to abstain, 
We trust that we may never 

Drag its tyrannic chain. 
With God to guard and guide us. 

Our footsteps shall not stray ; 
No harm can e'er betide us 

While in the "narrow way." 

If faithful to our mission. 

Now in our jouthftd days — 
Regardless of derision. 

Nor covetous of praise. 
We may expect the blessing 

That Cometh from above, 
A treasure worth possessing — 

Our Heavenly Father's love. 

But if you've no objection. 
And can aflPbrd me time, 

I'll give a new direction 
Unto my simple rhyme : 



May 6^^, 1863. 
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As work, without cessation, 
Suits not a world like ours, 

We must have relaxation 
For our exhausted powers. 

"We know no valid reason' 

Why we should not be gay 
At this enchanting season. 

In this blithe month of May ! 
If some, from morbid sadness, 

Prefer the cloistered cell ; 
With sunny-featured gladness 

Be it our lot to dwell. 

So it has been decided 

To have our annual fete, 
With all good things provided, 

At Fenham's snug retreat I 
In orderly procession. 

To stirring strains we'll go, 
For (pardon the digression) 

The band's our own, you know ! 

With tea, and games, and gambol. 

We shall ourselves regale. 
Or, in a pleasant ramble, 

Sweet draughts of health inhale ! 
TiU evening shades descending. 

Forbid a longer stay. 
And then we'll think of wending • 

Once more our homeward way. 

With this I end my ditty. 
And now resume my seat. 

First thanking the committee. 
For each grand Whitsun Treat. 
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Christian Toilers, brave and true, 
Seraphs might co-work with you ! 
Yours is a sublime employ, 
And augments angelic joy ! 
Worldlings never taste the bliss 
Of a mission such as this ! 

Labour on at Christ's command. 
Cultivate the fallow land ; 
Broadcast sow the germs of truth 
In the opening mind of youth ; 
"Water well the "precious seed/' 
And a harvest must succeed. 

True, it may be many years 
Ere the tender blade appears ; 
And the husbandman may die. 
Wotting not of increase nigh. 
Yet it shall in beauty wave 
O'er his consecrated grave ! 

Thus the toil-worn servant leaves 
Others to bring home the sheaves ; 
Calmly waiting for the time, 
When, jfrom every soil and clime, 
God's immortal grain shall be 
Gamer'd for eternity ! 



Ill 
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OPBNINa STANZAS. 

Through another changeftd year 
God hath brought us on our way. 

In his temple to appear 
On this happy annual day. 

For the kindness to us shown, 
And the perils turned aside. 

Lord, we would thy goodness own. 
Thou hast all our wants supplied. 

For the weekly day of rest. 

With its sweet and tranquil hours ; 
For the love through Christ expressed. 

To this rebel world of ours. 

For the Sabbath School we love, 
Where we learn to pray and praise; 

For the hope of joys above. 
When shall close our pilgrim days. 

For our parents, teachers, friends ; 

For the health we now enjoy ; 
For the life that never ends, 

And the bliss without alloy. 

Lord, we owe them all to thee. 
Thou art our unchanging friend. 

Thine for ever let us be, 
Love and serve thee to the end. 
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CONCLUDINa STANZAS. 

Saviour in thy name we met, 
Let us now in peace depart, 

May we not thy word forget, 
Seal it on each youthful heart. 

Give us wisdom. Lord, to tread 
Heavenward in the "narrow way;' 

Only thy displeasure dread, 
Learn thy precepts to obey. 

"With the Bible as our guide. 
And the Spirit's light within. 

Nothing can we need beside 
To resist and conquer sin. 

In a world where snares abound, 
And amid temptations rife. 

May thy loving arms surround. 
And defend us in the strife. 

Having fought life's battle well ; 

Weather'd every adverse blast ; 
We shall go where angels dwell. 

And be crowned in heaven at last. 

Sunder'd friends there re-unite 
(Not, as now, like us, to sever); 

There they never say "good night !" 
But are safe at home for ever. 



WMt Sunday, 1865, 
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Dear friends of youth! your presence here again 
Dehghts our gratefdl hearts, and mildly sheds 
Increasing lustre o'er this annual scene. 

For ever venerated be his name 
Who first the Godlike scheme conceived, by which 
The poor marCs chUdy regardless of his guise, 
Might learn to lisp the language angels use. 
And travel up the shining road to heaven ! 
Embalmed on earth, till hoary time expires, 
In Christian hearts. Lov'd Raikes ! thy honoured brow 
A never-withering circlet shall adorn. 
And gems immortal stud thy radiant crown ! 

And wherefore should it not be thus ? — the soul — 
The immortal soul — spark of ethereal fire ! 
Spurns every low distinction— soars aloft— 
And, conscious of her .dignity, looks down 
On mundane honours, ranks, and titles — all — 
As painted gewgaws in an infant's hand. 
And fitted best an infant's eye to charm. 
Though mean the m^kd, and of little worth. 
Yet not less brilliantly ^<^ jewel ghtters — 
As previous sadness gives a zest to joy. 
And wintry glooms endear the solar brightness. 
Perchance, e'en here, in embryo, there may be 
A second Wesley — ^fall of holy zeal ; 
A Whitfield's eloquence may slumber here. 
To wake and gladden thousands yet unborn ! 

Toil on, ye faithful labourers — ^your reward 
Is sure ; ye shall not spend your strength for nought. 



Nor toil in vain : though obstacles impede 
Tour onward course, give not the straggle o'er. 
Tin he who bade you work say — "Tis enough ; — 
Eest, labourers, rest — ^life's toilsome task is done." 

And ye, kind friends, whose presence here this day 
Gladdens our sonla — give what yon can spare 
To aid Qmr self-denying zeal ! 
They ask it. Can you then refuse to give ? 
Ton never will repent what you bestow 
To such a cause — whose object is to train 
The young immortal for the realms of bliss 1 

And should we never congregate again, 
To celebrate this joyous day's return. 
May parents, teachers, Mends, and children join 
To swell the raptures of immortal lays. 
Where saints with God in endless glory reign ! 
IBM. 
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Unrivalled Sovereign ! throned in loving hiearts, 

A nation's homage thou hast grandly won ; 
The matchless power true womanhood exerts 

To bless mankind hath by thy life been shown. 
Within a lowly cot we find thee here, 

All courtly prejudices cast aside. 
Intent alone its inmate's soul to cheer 

"With thoughts of him who once for sinners died ! 
And who shall say thou wert not queenlier far 

With holy book, beside the sick man's bed, 
Than when, 'midst blaze of coronet and star, 

England's proud diadem adorns thy head ? 
Our own dear Queen ! Victoria — ^great andjgood — 
May God be with thee in thy widowhood ! 

ApHl I6th, 1867. 
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Pure, patriotic, large-soul'd statesman! Thou 
Hast faith in truth, humanity, and God; 

England caa boast of senators enow. 

But few so well tme honour's path have trod. 

Matchless financier! The nation's voice 
Its vote of confidence awardeth thee. 
Expectant of the time when thou wilt be 

Premier alike by Queen's and peoples' choice! 

"With thy sagacity to navigate 

The troubled sea of diplomatic strife. 

Fearless of storms the "vessel of the state" 
Shall mount the billows like a thing of life; 

Calmly reliant, nought could overwhelm 

The "good old ship," with Gladstone at the helm. 

May 26thy 1865. 

THE SAME. 

Brave pioneer of progress ! Thou hast won 
A nation's thanks for such a noble stand 
Against injustice ! Erin's grateful land 

Shall bless thy name for hope's bright day begun. 

No artfiil trickster thou, whose greed of place 
Hath silenced conscience with an opiate draught. 
That by chicanery and party craft 

He may accomplish his intentions base. 

Far other aims are thine ! Thy country's weal 
Still to thy heart lies nearest. Thus to toil 
Thou art content, despite the wild turmoil 

That doth the reign of selfishness reveal. 

All honour then to Gladstone ! and may he 

At no far distant date our Premier be! 

Mojf 12th, 1868. 
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A truce to labour for a little while, 

Devoted servant of the common weal ; 

Rest, busy brain ; and thou, too, heart ^lost leal. 
Encircled with a grateful nation's smile. 
What though Detraction's base, envenomed tongue 

Has done its worst to sully his pure fame, 

England shall honour Gladstone's lustrous name, 
And keep it ever fragrant, ever young. 
Nor shall the sons of Erin soon forget. 

Their benefactor or his noble deeds ; 
"Justice to Ireland" shall be meted yet. 

Despite the conflicts of opposing creeds, 
TiU Albion with Hibemia— hand in hand— 
The reverent homage of the world command! 

Ausfusi Zrd, 1869. 

Undaunted champion in the cause of right, 
"We bid thee welcome in fair jfreedom's name, 
Since in thy spirit glows the quenchless flame 

That made our Wilberforce a " shining light !" 

Proof against flattery's seductive wiles ; 
Unawed by threatening — ^nobly hast thou stood ; 
Enough for thee to know thy mission good. 

Regardless of a nation's frowns or smiles. 

Toil on in faith and patience for the sake 
Of those who groan beneath the oppressor's tread. 
Till he who out of Egypt led 

The Ethiopian bondman's chain shall break. 

Then shall the patriot's amaranth wreath adorn 

The brow that meekly bore the crown of scorn ! 

\ 
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Heroic chieftian I who shall estimate 

The matchless prowess of thy strong right arm. 
Whose glorious deeds fill despots with alarm. 

As Italy becomes regenerate ? 

Cromwellian spirit of those latter days, 
Commission'd to fulfil heaven's high behest, 
May truth and justice still inspire thy breast. 

And Providence direct thy future ways. 

Deep graven on thy country's grateful heart 
Thy wondrous talismanic name shall be ; 
Nor from her disenthrall'd posterity 

Shall the sweet influence of its charm depart! 

Yea — the bright record of thy acts sublime 

Shall glow refulgent through all coming time ! 

Back to his sea-girt rock, the brave old man — 
Sublimely strong in moral greatness — goes; 
No selfish aims his patriot spirit knows. 

Pure as when first his bright career began. 

Is it not something in these sordid days 
To find a heart so valiant and so true, 
Sternly resolved its mission to pursue, 

Unmov'd alike by calumny or praise ? 

Ye crown'd and tonsur'd charlatans, beware ! 
The time is coming when your utmost skill 
Shall count as nothing 'gainst the sovereign will 

Of those who now your yoke of bondage wear ; 

In that grand era of enduring fame. 

Glory shall circle Garibaldi's name ! 

February 17th, 1871. 
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Life from the dead — 'twill be when he returns 
To bless our longing eyes, and make us feel 
Our kinship with the dusky tribes that dwell 

Where Afric's sun with tropic ardour bums. 

Thank heaven ! heroic men can still be found 
To "do and dare" what craven souls but deem 
Unmitigated madness ; no bright gleam 

Of inspiration cheers their dull life's round. 

God speed thee, brother, on thy homeward way, 
Till the white "clifPs of Albion" rise to view. 
And loving hearts with ecstacy renew 

The plighted friendship of an earlier day ! 

Brave pioneer of progress ! thy dear name 

Shall shine resplendent on the scroll of fame ! 

A]^l nth, 1868. 

THE SAME. 

E'en yet he comes not, that intrepid man ! 

And eyes grow dim with watching for the streak 
Of hope's bright dawn. Weary, heart-sick, and wan. 

We conjure terrors that we dare not speak. 
Say, doth some rude barbaric cell immure. 

In triple night, that brave heroic form, 
Erewhile so strong to labour and endure. 

Calmly deJBiant of each threatening storm ? 
Not so, thinks Murchison, whose loving arms 

Would fain once more a long-lost friend embrace. 

And catch a smile from his benignant face. 
Whose dauntless heart the kindliest bosom warms. 
From lands afar, the haunts of savage men. 
Heaven send us back our Livingstone again ! 

September l&th, 1869. 
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All honour to the name of Edward Miall, 

Whom Tyneside welcomes with applause to-day ! 

'Tis meet we should ungrudging homage pay 
To one so worthy and remote from guile. 
Strong in the consciousness of right he stands — 

Champion of truth and Christian liberty ; 
Seeking from clutch of sacrilegious hands 

The consecrated " Ark of God" to free. 
Nor have his aims been fruitless, as the past 

Bears undisputed witness. Even now, 
Despite opprobium on his labours cast, 

A well-earn'd crown adorns his honest brow, 
That shall but brighten as the years advance, 
And be his country's proud inheritance ! 

November 2Srd, 1871. 

cruel havoc of relentless War ! 
When shall thy carnage cease, and brethren learn 
To live in love as brothers ? when discern 

That peace hath triumphs hoKer, nobler far ? 

Methinks in thy deep anguish now I see 
God's controversy with a guilty land. 
That other nations well might understand 

His righteous protest against Slavery ! 

This hath been thy fell curse for many a day ; 
A poison rankling in thy veins ; a blot 
On thy renown'd escutcheon ; a dry rot — 

Sapping thy citadel — America ! 

When purged of this and be made truly free, 

A glorious fiiture yet awaiteth thee ! 

Julif 2nd, 1864. 
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Well done, " Old Abe !" Freedom hath achieved 
Her latest, kindlest victory in thee. 
Thou art the pledge of better days to be. 

When Right — so long overmastered and aggrieved. 

And to the limit of endurance ground — 
Armed with a giant's strength by God inspired, 
And with bright visions of the future fired. 

Shall at the world's grand jubilee be crown'd! 

Speed thy auspicious flight, ecstatic day! 

Whose joyous beams the groaning earth shall bless. 
Till every form of human wretchedness 

Shall in thy radiance disappear for aye! 

Then, the poor negro — ^long oppressed and dumb — 

His white oppressor's equal shall become. 

November 23rdf 1864 

Welcome to Tyneside, transatlantic friend! 
To thee our hands we lovingly extend; 
What though an ocean may between us roll, 
That hinders not fraternity of soul! 
Long may each Anglo-Saxon realm have peace. 
And arts and commerce yield a large increase ; 
With Albion and Columbia in the van. 
What can retard the onward march of man? 
May honour, freedom, justice, still maintain 
Within our borders an unsullied reign; 
And learning and rehgion— hand in hand- 
Go forth to bless each less-enlightened land. 
Till Error shall no longer Truth assail, 
And Eight o'er Might triumphantly prevail ! 

March 25th, 1869. 
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Thank God, the people are again supreme. 
And Eight victorious o'er imperial Wrong ! 
Like fabled Phoenix — purified and strong — 

France hath arisen as from a feverish dream. 

" Heaven speed the new Republic !" England cries, 
"And may its counsels with good-will be fraught — 
That other lands, by its example taught. 

May grow more peaceful, prosperous, and wise." 

With such a sequel to the bloody strife 
That stands unrivalled in these modem days, 

Europe shall rise to a sublimer life, 
And win Humanity's award of praise ; 

Then may we hope the glorious time to see. 

When Adam's race one brotherhood shall be ! 

September 1th, 1870. 

Seemeth it strange that yonder Gallic bird, 
Stripped of its plumage, draggled in the mire. 
Doth still refuse ignobly to expire. 

Whilst yet its breast with one faint hope is stirr'd ? 

Not so to Britain ! Let her past declare — 
A past so rich in many a glorious deed. 
Performed in crises of extremest need. 

When nought seem'd possible but blank despair. 

Not so to patriots ! wheresover found 
Battling with tyranny and sceptred wrong. 

'Tis ever thus, if but the heart be sound ; 
True to the last, their faith remaineth strong. 

What marvel, then, if hope in France to-day 

Survive the horrors of a bloody fray ? 

February 3rd, 1874. 
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Come, play the fool no longer ! far enough, 

In sooth, on course erratic thou hast sped ; 

Cross purposes are dangerous things, 'tis said, 
And surely we have now had quantum stiff. 
Recant in time, lest history repeat. 

On Gallic soil, the Stuart episode. 
And thou be found unable to retreat. 

Except by ignominy's royal road ! 
Of this be sure, whatever else remains 

Involved in doubt or wrapt in mystery, 
Frais'CB will no longer brook repression's chains. 

But rise sublimely to her destiny. 
Despite such puny efforts made to stay 
The tide of freedom in its onward sway ! 

December^ 1877. 

Poor flimsy pretext for unrighteous strife! 
When will crown'd heads learn wisdom from the past. 
And cease to set the universe aghast 

By wanton sacrifice of human life? 

To gratify an arrogant caprice- 
Begotten in some maudlin monarch's brain — 
Shall we submit to see our brethren slain. 

Nor raise a protest on behalf of peace? 

If sceptred wranglers could themselves be made 
To feel the blows their proxies give and take, 

Methinks war soon would cease to be a trade 
In which they would imperial fortunes make ! 

Sometimes a sharp ad homin&n prevails 

When all the power of milder logic fails! 

A^l2^thy 1867. 
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Unhappy land ! blow after blow descends 

In quick succession on thy prostrate sons ; 

" Misfortunes come in flocks," the proverb runs, 
To proof of which thy sad experience tends. 
Shorn of thy glory by tyrannic rule ; 

Crushed and enfeebled by relentless war ; 

Thy patriots have become what now they are. 
By deep adversity in "sorrow's school." 
And now, to crown the whole, as if to fill 

Thy "cup of suffering" to its very brim. 
Gaunt Famine lords it with imperious will 

And thou art made a banquet-hall for him ! 
Alas ! by what unscrutable decree 
Hath such enormous woe befallen thee ! 

December 9th, 1863. 

Undaunted Poland ! land of patriots pure ; 

Baptis'd with blood in many a deadly strife ! 

'Tis not in tyranny to quench the life 
By which thou dost such crushing wrongs endure ! 
Goaded to madness by despotic power ; 

Partitioned, ravaged, shamelessly betrayed ; 

What marvel, then, if wrath so long delayed 
Should culminate in Retribution's hour ! 
God speed thee to thy destiny sublime. 

And nerve thy soul with Freedom's sacred fire. 
That soon the anguish of a former time. 

In an ecstatic present may expire ! 
And heaven's own incense on thine altar blaze 
To bless and glorify thy future days. 

May ISth, 1863. 
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Fallen among thieves ! aye traly ! as had he 
Who, 'twixt Jerusalem and Jericho, 
Beset and maal'd by many a ruffian blow, 

Lay prostrate, supplicating sympathy. 

Ill-fated Denmark ! in an evil day 
This hath become thy case; but sorer still 
Thy plight than his whom they did almost kill; 

No "Grood Samaritan" hath passed thy way. 

From France or Russia thou could' st not expect' 
Eelief or solace ; but instinctively. 
Thine eyes were turned to Britain — great and free — 

As strong to help, and generous to protect ! 

But time, alas, hath shown that trust misplaced, 

And Britain stands — dishonoured and abased ! 



Hopeless, except through aid of scalpel keen. 
To probe the wound that has for many a day 
Gaped angrily beneath the crescent's sway. 

And which will test the surgeon's skill I wean ; 

Better, by far, methinks, such means severe. 
If, haply, health and soundness in the end 
The Muscovite's rough treatment should attend. 

And the untoward symptoms disappear. 

This — as 'tis usual when the sick once bear 
Removal from a chamber close and fetid, 

To recommend an early "change of air" 
To the poor patient — ^nerveless, sore, and fretted. 

So in the present case, in climate Asian, 

We would advise the Turk to spend his "long vacation." 

ApHl 26th, 1877. ^ \ 
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Well, if it must be so, the world shall see 
We draw the sword in no unworthy cause, 
But in defence of Freedom's righteous laws, 

Against oppression, wrong, and tyranny ! 

'Tis truly sad, that, after countless years 

Of patient struggling for the " rights of man," 

A hated despotism yet appears. 

To place on Progress its accursed ban. 

Though deprecating warfare as a curse 

When waged for conquest and the lust of power — 
May God from Britain long avert the hour 

Of national dishonour — sevenfold worse 

Than fleets or armies drawn in grim aiTay, 

To keep a pack of human wolves at bay ! 

June 27th, 18G4. 



Up, in your majesty, brave sons of toil ! 

And shame for ever your traducers' lie ! 

Prove that ye can triumphantly deiy 
Their utmost malice, powerless to beguile. 
Have faith in God, in virtue, in each other, 

Despite the difficulties in your way ; 
Learn in eaoh man to recognise a brother. 

And fear not, justice shall be done one day ! 
Truth, in the end must triumph, right prevail. 

And all opposing agencies succumb ! 

Fair Freedom, gagg'd erewhile, and well nigh dumb. 
Or vocal only with a hopeless wail. 
Victorious yet in every land shall be, 
And earth become the "home of Liberty !" 

January/ 22nd, 1867. 
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Of woman's mission, in these modem days, 
Much has been writ and spoken. Vain, indeed, 
'Twere to expect that all should be agreed 

TJpon a topic of such varied phase. 

Yet well, methinks, might Christendom proclaim 
As alien quite to woman's gentle sphere, 

To seek to darken a great poet's name. 

That so his failings might the more appear. 

'Twas possible enough in olden time. 
To plead excuse for body-snatching raids ; 
But now this most lugubrious of trades 

Is justly branded as an odious crime. 

Is character less sacred, that we owe 

This last exploit to Harriet Beecher Stowe ? 

September 2Ath, 1869. 

Brave artisans of Tyneside ! once again 
Salute the flag of Freedom ! let who will 
Prove recreant ; be your settled purpose still 

To treat such baseness with deserved disdain ! 

Surely it needs no philosophic brain 
To indicate the course leal hearts should take 
On this occasion ? Nobly, then, awake. 

And at the poll your principles maintain. 

Beware of Tory tricksters who would sell 
Their birthright, and the peoples' for a mess 

Of sorriest pottage ! Mark the traitors well. 
And so prevent your country's foul disgrace. 

With Cowen for your champion, you shall be 

More than a match for subtlest enemy ! 

Januciry 9thf 1874. \ 
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3D0 Stet^^|tix'4i»t8. 

Methinks 'tis time, good friends, ye did but. try 
What manly, honest wiUinghood can do : 
It hath done well for us, why not for you ? — 

The rule to both doth equally apply. 

Are ye so recreant to the cause of truth. 
Such babes in knowledge and in grace withal. 

As to imagine, and declare, forsooth, — 

" Without State crutches, Mother Church must fall ?' 

shame upon you I Have ye, then, no faith 
In him whose precepts ye profess to teach ? 
Is it for love of paltry gold ye preach. 

And not to save immortal souls from death ? 

Then know, ye sacerdotal paupers, heaven can spare 

The shepherds who but make the "fleece" their care ! 

June IQth, 1868. 

Extract the thorn that hath for many a day 
Had festering lodgment in poor Erin's side : 
Why should the balm of healing be denied. 

When it hath power such anguish to allay ? 

"Justice to Ireland !" surely 'tis no more 
Than Christian prudence warrants. Is it not 

The rule denominated "golden" ye ignore — 
Too oft alike by "Church" and "State" forgot? 

Let Truth have fair play. David may not don 
Saul's unprov'd armour, when he goes to slay 
The vaunting giant that obstructs his way, 

But simply useth a small sling and stone ! 

Thus let State patronage discarded be, 

And Ireland's Church through future days be free. 
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Misguided Brother! the monastic cell 

Is no sanctorum of the Christian graces!— 
If we may credit what historians tell, 

Cloisters have seldom been the holiest places! 
Night vigils, fasting, penances vexatious, 

Long pilgi-images to some martyr's shrine, 
Are but the rubbish of the past, Ignatius — 

Unworthy of my confidence or thine. 
True piety thrives not in such seclusion — 

It is a thing of sunshine, not of shade ; 

And, notwithstanding all thy learned tirade, 
We brand the contrary as gross delusion ! 
England can spare thee, Brother ; more at home 
Doubtless thou wouldst be in congenial Eome! 

September 23rd, 1864. 

What arrant fools to think that he who reigns 

On heaven's high throne, supreme in love and power. 
Could take delight in empty choral strains, 

Or smile upon the pageant of an hour ! 
Far other worship doth the Lord require 

Than faith in vestments. Let the heart have play, 
Till gratitude supply the incense fire 

As Christ is preached, "the Life, the Truth, the Way." 
In purer days— ere priests began to trade — 

Devotion was divine simplicity ; 
It matter'd little, then, where Christians prayed, 

'Twas holy ground wherever it might be ; 

Then why of graveclothes make such flaunting show. 

That only tell of rottenness below ? 
ApHl 6th, 1867. \ 
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Sage legislators truly are ye all, 
Who hold your wisdom as you hold your lands, 
By virtue of descent ; if other hands 

First made you — fear ; lest by your own ye fall ! 

Of one thing ye may be full well assured, 
Your puny efforts wiU be worse than vain 
To stay the march of Progress — Right shall reign. 

And equal justice be to all secured. 

If, then, ye would court a nation's frown. 
And earn the hatred of posterity. 

Perform your part. To put injustice down, 
Though but eleventh-hour penitence it be. 

The act shall yet redeem your wilfulness, 

And leave you chargeable with one sin less. 
June lethy 1869. 

England ! my country ! it behoves thee now 

To change the shout of welcome for a blush 
Deeper than crimson ! Canst thou tamely bow 

To him who seeks thy liberties to crush ? 
It must not be : Humanity forbids — 

(Despite the shame that others on thee bring). 
Since, by submitting to their vile misdeeds, 

Eternal infamy to thee would cling ! 
Patriot pure ! brave unselfish heart ! 

"Well hast thou earned our popular acclaim ; 
And, though 'tis sad abruptly thus to part, 

England for ever hath embalmed thy name, 
Which shall have talismanic power to bless 
When tyranny expires in rottenness ! 

April 2l8t, 1864. 
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Bacchus ! curse of Britain ! 'tis fiill time 
Thy reign malignant should for ever cease ; 
Too long have virtue and domestic peace 
Been blighted by intemperance and crime- 
Prolific source of miseries untold 
To poor humanity in every stage ! 
Sweet infancy, stem manhood, helpless age, 
Thou dost within thy dread embrace enfold. 
All honour, then, to those, sublimely brave. 
Who seek to beard this monster in his den. 
Till he shall ne'er have power to hold again. 
In iron bondage, one besotted slave ! 
Thcragh foes deride, yet shall their labours bless, 
And after ages their just worth confess. 

May 2nd, 1864. 



^ PartM San. 

Arouse, and arm you for the coming fray. 

Ye valiant soldiers in the cause of Right ! 
Swiftly approacheth Freedom's battle-day ; 

Resolve to conquer in the bloodless fight. 
Your enemies are Legion — strong withal. 

From loop-holed walls of Tory precedent. 
They plot and plan your ablest leader's fall. 

Determined their designs to circumvent. 
Courage my brothers ! God is on the side 

Of those who leagued 'gainst tyranny and wrong. 
And surely they whom Providence doth guide 

May well begin to learn the victor's song. 
Let " Onwaed," then, your glorious watchword be, 
Ye who contend for Truth and Liberty ! 

May Uth, 1868. ^ 
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Welcome, brave workers in the common field 
Of human progress ! 'tis sublimer far 
Than all the pageantry of " glorious war," 

The future's peaceful edifice to build ! 

No blood-stained laurels bind your placid brows — 
Telling of ravaged hearths and hopes undone, 
With all the carnage wrought beneath the sun. 

That uncorrupted reason disavows. 

God speed your mission of " good-will to men !'* 
And crown each effort with a large success. 
That soon earth's waste unlovely wilderness 

May bloom with Eden's beauty once again. 

Then shall the warrior's conquests be unknown. 

And Peace sit regnant on her rightful throne ! 

September 2\8t, 1870. 

*%\t @00& Wmt ^Qvm%:' 

Courage, my brothers ! Glorious times are near ; 

Hope gilds with promise these eventful days : 
Behold how despotisms disappear, 

Like birds of night before the solar blaze ! 
Haste, halcyon era ! more than golden age — 

When "equal justice" shall be done to all! — 
That will, indeed, be History's grandest page 

That bears no record of Oppression's thrall. 
Up, men of Britain ! gird you for the strife : 

This is no time for slumber but for deeds 

Wisely adjusted to your country's needs. 
As she awaketh to a nobler life ! 
Prove that ye are custodians of the fires 
That glowed so brightly in your deathless sires ! 

Octoler 20th, 1868. 
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God speed the plough ! may agriculture thrive, 
And art and science flourish ; commerce grow 
Healthy and strong; nations the sword forego, 

That enmity may die and man survive ! 

« 

Another Tyneside welcome we award, 
The friends of peace and progress by whose aid 
The ploughshare shall supplant the battle-blade 

And Right instead of Might be sceptred lord ! 

But, 'mid our jubilations, let us pray 
For other lands, by ruthless conflict torn, 

That soon the advent of a brighter day 

May be vouchsafed to "comfort those that mourn," 

Till earth, by war long stricken and opprest. 

Throughout the after-ages shall have rest ! 

July I6th, 1864. 

Lustrous ambassador ! credentialled high — 

With glorious retinue of radiant spheres ! 
Forth from the spangled "palace of the sky !" 

Thou comest forth to crown the fleeting years ! 
At thy approach grim darkness flies away; 

Touched by thy finger -deserts learn to smile; 

Without thy blessing vain would be the toil 
Of him who ploughs and him who sows to-day. 
Impartial as thy sovereign, thou dost bring 

A largeness of beneficence to all ! 
Alike upon the palace of the king 

And shepherd's lowly cot, the sunbeams fall ! 
May our life's pathway with like lustre shine. 
And thus become a counterpart of thine ! 

Ja/nuary 26th, 1867. 
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Poor mariners, out on the ocean wild, 
Alarmed we drive till Christ our guide appears — 
In whose meek presence we forget our fears, 

And grow as trustful as a little child ! 

Now let storms rave, and threaten to submerge 
Our labouring vessel in the yawning deep ; 
Right well we know there's one on heaven's high steep, 

Can hush the winds, and quell the foaming surge. 

He who upon the Galilean lake 
Serenely slept amid commotion's roar, . 

Still hears the cry — " We perish! Lord awake !'* 
And lo ! the tumult of the soul is o'er ! 

then beyond expression is the calm. 

And life becometh a perpetual psalm ! 
ApHl 8th, 1867. 
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happy song of birds ! fresh blown flowers ! 

Ye force me backwards to my childhood days, 

Ere I had wander'd in forbidden ways, 
Or wasted any of life's golden hours. 
Each opening morn came laden with new joys, 

I swam in bliss; what more could angels do? 
A mimic monarch o'er the realm of toys — 

I wore a crown, and sway'd a sceptre, too! 
One foolish thought alone, my infant brain 

Conceived, and doated on from day to day — 
'Twas that my artless liliputian reign 

Could last for ever — ^proof against decay! 
Now, wiser grown — ^not better — oft I take 
A retrospective journey, childhood, for thy sake ! 

/ 4prillOth, 1867. 
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Child of the sun ! pursue thy airy gambols, 

No truant's ruthless hand can reach thee here ; 
Blithesome companion of my rural rambles. 

At this enchanting season of the year. 
I would not rob thee of thy brief existence, 

'Tis all the being thou canst call thine own ; 
But for me awaiteth in the glorious distance, 

A loftier life whose raptures are unknown. 
How can I, then, expecting bliss immortal, 

Grudge thee a poor and momentary span. 
Thou pretty flutterer! round the earthy portal 

Whence issues forth the deathless part of man ? 
Disport thyself at pleasure and be gay. 
Precarious insect of a summer's day ! 



Wherein doth'it consist ? A question this 

Put through the ages, from the earliest man 
Down to his latest offspring. Many miss 

The shining goal, or only dimly scan. 
Through gross material vapours, life's true aim ! 

Still disappointed, evermore in quest 
Of that which still eludes them till the flame 

Of life burnt out, they pass away unbless'd. 
Can, then, no sweet, assuring guide be found 

For weary pilgrims on th^ir thorny way ? 
Is there no resting-place — no solid ground — 

The fainting heart and sinking feet to stay ? 
yes ! said Christ — " If thou would'st happy be, 
Renounce false hopes, and simply follow me !" 

January 2^th, 1867. \ 
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Stand to your guns ! Be ready for the fray, 
Soldiers of truth and progress. Freedom's foe 
Hath sworn to lay your valiant standard low, 

And clutch the laurels that ye wear to-day. 

It cannot be. As lief expect the tide, 
Fast flowing shoreward, to roU back its waves. 
And cease to thunder through its rocky caves. 

As set the nation's sovereign wiU aside ! 

Caution, my lords ! — ^if that commodity 
Be not too vulgar for patrician ears ; 

And those who Uve the longest yet may see 
A somewhat less obstructive " House of Peers." 

'Tis a long lane, indeed, that hath no turn. 

And arrant dolts are they who never learn. 

June Uh, 1869. 

'Tis early spring. The lambkins on the lea 
Are sporting by their dams. The little child 
Is gathering flowers to make a nosegay wild — 

Fit emblem of its own sweet infancy! 

In God's own Book we read of one who came 
In lamb-like guise to bleed and die to-day. 
That he might open up a " living way" 

To child-like faith in his redeeming name. 

Haste then, my soul! low at his footstool bend. 
He waits to show thee his amazing grace: 

Trust him, and he will prove thy truest friend. 
Whose loving arms would all the world embrace! 

Life through his sacrificial death is given. 

And heirs of wrath to come are made the heirs of heaven! 
ApHl 9th, 1867. 
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Season of beauty ! with delight we hail 

The balmy sunshine of thy smile once more ; 

Thou bringest with thee, as in days of yore, 
The modest cowslip and the primrose pale ! 
And, hark! the leafing woods send forth again 

Entrancing melodies our hearts to cheer. 

While in their pristine loveliness appear, 
Mountain and dale, and cultivated plain. 
From Nature's resurrection we may learn 

That man, her lord, shall have a rising too ! 

That he shall blossom into youth anew. 
Though now the grave his ashes may inurn. 
Ecstatic thought ! a destiny sublime 
Awaits the just in heaven's immortal clime ! 

McMf Zrd, 1864. 

THE SAME. 

Season of birds and sunshine ! once again 

We hail thy advent with ecstatic joy ; 

No more shall winter's chilling blasts annoy , 
Since thou hast come a beauteous queen to reign ! 
Thy breath reanimates the weary breast 

Of pallid invalid, imprison'd long : 

It thrills his soul to hear thy blithesome song, 
While thankful tears his gratitude attest ! 
Father, we bless thee for the countless flowers 

With which life's rugged pathway is bestrewn ; 
Help us to consecrate our brightest hours 

To thee from whom we have such precious boon. 
Attune our hearts aright thy praise to sing, 
And it shall be with us perpetual Spring ! 
ApHl loth, 1866. Js^ 
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is it not a luxury to stroll 
At this enchanting season through the fields 
So bright with promise — when each object yields 

Delicious pleasure to the cultured soul ? 

How sweet the blossoming hawthorn: and how fair 
The primrose and the cowslip — childhood's flowers! 
How exquisite the strains from sylvan bowers, 

Which fill with melody the perfumed air. 

Methinks 'twere affluent recompence for all 
The cheerlessness of winter, thus to be 
An honoured guest at Nature's jubilee. 

When she doth hold her annual festival ! 

December's blasts only the more endear 

The milder features of the varied year. 

June \8tt 1865. 

»oj©;<v^ 

Father, we thank thee for the teeming store 
Of this rich autumn time. Thy liberal hand 
Hath showered abundance o'er the smiling land, 

For which we now would praise thee, and adore ! 

surely ours is not, as some aver, 
A God-forsaken planet — wandering through 
Unfathomed regions of abyssmal blue, 

With none to guide, or guard, or comfort her. 

Were earth thus sadly orphaned, what doth mean 
The quickening sunshine and the fruitftil rain. 
Which have matured the fields of golden grain, 

That now, with joy, on every hand are seen ? 

Courage, desponding heart ! thy maker's care. 

Spite of thy sin, surrounds thee everywhere! 

September 6^A, 1875. 
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The Spring hath come and fled, sweet summer-blooms 

Have repined into luscious autumn fruit ; 

And now, in many a mean unsightly root, 
Beauty lies sepulchred in floral tombs ! 
So blossoms into life the human flower, 

Emitting odours exquisite and rare ; 

So falls at length the "pride of the parterre," 
A victim of remorseless Winter's power ! 
Yet not for ever shall earth's lovely things 

In darkness and unconsciousness remain ; 
For a brief interval they fold their wings. 

Soon to emerge to life and light again ; 
What we call death, and shrink from with dismay, 
Is but the prelude to immortal day ! 

December 2nd, 1864. 
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peerless one ! Divine Incarnate Word ! 

Creator and sustainer of all things. 

In whose dread presence angels, 'neath their wings, 
Their faces hide, and fear to look on ftod ! 
And though thus reverently the "sons of light" 

The sovereign of the universe adore. 
More favoured man is welcome to the sight 

And love of him whom honoured Mary bore ! 
Maker, Redeemer, Heavenly Brother, Friend, 

Forgive, cleanse, elevate our souls to thee ; 
"Abide with us" till life's brief day shall end, 

That through the ages of eternity 
We may be thine, where foes no more molest 
The hallowed worship of the enraptured breast. 



\ 
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Sweetest of seasons I fraught with influence mild, 

In which the glorious "Prince of Peace" was bom ! 

'Tis meet we honour, on this blessed morn, 
The virgin mother's long expected child ! 
In the mean manger's occupant we trace 

The lineaments of high divinity ; 

Being was his ere worlds began to be, 
Which shall endure when time hath run its race. 
He, wondrous almoner ! on this glad day. 

To bankrupt man unlock'd heaven's priceless store. 
That we a kindred spirit might display 

Towards our brethren of the suffering poor ; 
Thus proving we are his in truth and deed. 
By succouring others in their hour of need. 

Christmas, 1863. 

THE SAME. 

Eing out, ye merry bells ! 'tis Christmas time, 
When loving hearts, long sundered, reunite. 
And gather round the yule-log blazing bright, 

To catch the spirit of your happy chime ! 

it is sweet thus to reciprocate 

The joys of human friendship, and to be 
Eelinked in bonds of guileless amity, 

Which neither time nor space can separate ! 

Nor should we ever on this festive day. 
Forget his love who once a babe became. 

And in mean Bethlehem's meaner stable lay. 

That he at length might scale the "hill of shame/' 

And leave a legacy to Adam's race. 

Of matchless, sovereign, everlasting grace ! 

Christmas^ 1864. 
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happy festive season ! thou are still 
A cherished memory of the olden time, 
Ere my young feet had yet essayed to climb. 

With many a slip, life's steep and toilsome hill. 

There are no yuletides now like those of yore ; 
We miss the sunniest faces ; many a blank 

' Tells of the sepulchre so cold and dank, 

While we ourselves with age are wrinkhng o'er. 

Yet even now amidst the jocund throng, 
Girdling our ingle on this hallowed day, 
We can be jubilant as well as they, 

And greet the season with exultant song ! 

"'Tis meet we should make merry and be glad," 

Since Christ this day in mortal flesh was clad. 

Christmas, 1868. 
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Auspicious season ! festival benign ! 

Sacred cementer of the social tie, 

'Tis thine to bring our scatter'd lov'd ones nigh. 
As pilgrims hastening to some hallowed shrine. 
What though grim Winter on his icy throne, 

Begirt with storms, be now in mid career, 

He cannot rob us of our Christmas cheer. 
Or chill the ardours of Love's charmed zone. 
Nor would we in exclusiveness and pride 

Ignore our duty to God's suffering ]3oor ; 
The hand of charity, when opened wide. 

Hath never failed his blessing to secure ; 
Angelic choirs in truth re-echo then, 
** Glory to God on Jiigh, peace and good-will to men!" 

Christmas, 1869. 
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Despite grim rumours of more troublous times, 
Where now the crescent holds unbridled sway, 

O'er soil erewhile encrimsoned by the crimes 
That filled all Christendom with wild dismay ; 

Despite our drooping commerce, we would make 
Old "Father Christmas" welcome once again, 

And, as of yore, our yuletide pleasures take, 
Ignoring for a season care and pain. 

Courage, my brothers ! better days are near; 
The present darkness shall give place to light. 
And aU things yet be prosperous and bright, 

For many a Christmas and a glad New Year ! 

Till want, and crime, and wrong, and strife shall cease. 

Amid the splendours of Millennial Peace ! 
1876. 



THE SAME. 

Methinks Humanity has yet to learn 
The glorious meaning of the angels* lay, 
That ushered in the first glad Christmas day, 

On this the morning of its last return ; 

Or wherefore all the violence and wrong 
So rampant still in this poor world of ours. 
Which else had been embroidered o'er with flowers. 

And jubilant with blest and holy song ? 

when shall high and heaven-bom Charity — 
That "one thing needftd" in these modern days 

Unite in bonds of lasting amity 
The scattered Segments of our erring race ? 

That earth might catch at length the sweet refi^in — 

"Glory to God on high, peace and good-will to men !" 
1877. 



143 



Years come and go, like ocean's fickle tide, 
And we, poor mariners, are onward borne 
From infancy to manhood, till, outworn. 

Into the grave's abyssmal depths we glide ! 

Powerless alike their fortunes to control. 
The sage philosopher and witless boor 
Must pass at length into that realm obscure, 

To see the awful Book of Fate unroll ! 

be it ours, by furious tempests diiven. 
Whilst voyaging across Time's troubled sea. 

To keep in view the bright polestar of heaven. 
Till, safely anchor'd for eternity. 

Amidst the glories of a nobler sphere. 

We celebrate Humanity's New Year. 



THE SAME. 

Another sand-grain from the glass of time 
Hath laps'd into thy depths, shoreless sea ! 
Nought may withstand the absolute decree 

That speeds us onward to thy goal sublime ! 

Insatiate spoiler of all mundane things. 
What lordly mandate can restrict thy sway ? 
Alike to thy dread realm are borne away 

Earth's veriest vassals and her mightiest kings ! 

As, one by one, the golden moments glide. 
Be it our wisdom to improve them well. 
That when **01d Time" shall toll our passing-bell, 

We may in Christ, the "Rock of Ages," hide! 

Where — ecstatic thought ! — our souls shall be 

Safe lodg'd through fathomless Eternity ! 

January Ifif, 1863. 
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Thoughtfol and sad, at midnight's ghostly hour, 
Beside a grave a sombre group is seen — 
With heavy hearts bewailing one, I wean, 

But newly vanquish'd by Death's awM power. 

But hark ! what means that sound so jubilant 
Which breaks discordant on the startled ear ? 

It seems as though a mockery were meant 
Of all that sympathetic souls hold dear. 

Yet so it is. The swaddling-clothes and shroud 
In the same household find alternate place : 
To-day we cover up an aged face, 

A babe to-morrow greets a smiling crowd ! 

Thus dies the Old, and from its funeral bier 

We hasten forth to welcome the New Year ! 



THE SAME. 

Thine has, indeed, been but a short-liv'd reign : 
Didst thou determine not to be outdone 
By other coursers, and command the sun 

To speed more swiftly o'er the starry plain ? 

And yet, I doubt not, all thy fleeting hours. 
Either with joy or sorrow have been filled ; 
Would that the former did more largely gild 

The human landscape with its sunny flowers ! 

Haste, long-predicted, bright millennial time ! 
Most fitting prelude to heaven's perfect day, 

When every upas tree of vice and crime 
Shall be uprooted from the earth for aye ; 

So shall lost Paradise again be found. 

And Peace, and Truth, and Eighteousness abound. 
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The future lies before us, shall it be 
Merely an echo of the years gone by, 
With no heroic effort made to dry 

The scalding tears of poor Humanity ? 

Shall lust of power, and mercenary aims 
Exist, as in the present state of things. 

Ignoring manhood's far subluner claims 
To be exalted to the seat of kings ? 

Nay, rather let us clasp each, other's hands, 
On this the first day of a glad New Year, 

And in obedience to our Lord's commands, 
Let charity our erring hearts ensphere, 

Then truly it shall be a year of grace, 

Pregnant with benediction to the race. 
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Tn Memoriam Sonnets. 
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'Mid deepening shadows of impending strife — 
The dread precursors of a coming fray — 
The spoiler Death hath rudely snatched away 

From England's Queen the partner of her life ! 

Divine Physician ! pour the heahng balm 
Into our sovereign's lacerated heart ; 
Thine is the only true celestial art 

That can assuage distress, or sorrow calm. 

Almighty Father ! prostrate at thy feet, 
Behold a nation at this trying hour ; 
That, having felt the greatness of thy power, 

We now may taste thy consolations sweet ! 

Be thou Britannia's stay and bulwark still, 

That she her glorious mission may fulfil ! 



December ISth, 1861. 
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Matchless high priest of philosophic song ! 

How shall we fittingly record thy praise, 

Or estimate in these gain-getting days 
The mental riches that to thee belong ? 
Thou art OUE Shakspearb by a thousand ties 

That flesh and blood might seek to urge in vain. 

For in our souls thou dost unchallenged reign, 
A king of thought, to shape our destinies ! 
Immortal Bard ! by thus according thee 

A nation's tribute for surpassing worth, 
We do most honour our humanity, 

And the dear fatherland that gave thee birth ; 
While to the world around at length we show 
That we are conscious of the debt we owe ! " 

Janwvry \Uh^ 1864. 

Beneath the abbey's venerable pile. 

All that is mortal of God's hero rests, 

While sadness fills a myriad honest breasts 
Within the circuit of fair Britain's isle. 
Forth to his mission fearlessly he sped. 

Forsaking all that men esteem most dear. 
That Afric's tribes, to light and freedom led, 

Might rise to occupy a worthier sphere. 
Philanthropy, religion, science, mourn 

The martyr spirit that has passed away. 
Just when we fondly looked for his return. 

To reap the homage England loves to pay ; 
Well, be it so ; yet shall his honoured name 
Engraved in Living-stone, be crowned with deathless fame. 

A'pril 18^, 1874. 
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Gone, in the zenith of his manly prime ! 

The mighty satirist lies cold in death ! 

Around his mortal bier with bated breath, 
We muse upon the vanities of time ! 
That palsied hand shall register no more 

The pregnant thinkings of the regal soul. 

Which now, beyond the reach of time's control. 
Doth on its strong immortal pinions soar ! 
Come, England ! drop a sympathetic tear 

Where thy own Wm. Makepeace Thackeray sleeps. 
Judge him not harshly ; — in his special sphere 

He hath augmented learning's treasure heaps ; 

And in an age of shams and vain pretence, 

Hath often shamed imposture into sense ! 
December 2ith, 1863. 

Sublime interpreter of nature's laws ; 

Whence came thy more than talismanic skill ? 
Hadst thou an audience with the great first cause. 

Whose spirit made, and doth creation fill ? 
And methinks, as page on page unrolled 

Its wondrous meaning to thy wistfiil eyes, 
Thine was a kinship with the seera of old, 

In rapt familiar converse with the skies! 
And yet as doth become the prophet best, 

Conunission'd to convey God's truth to man, 
A childlike spirit dwelt within the breast 

Of him the foremost in true manhood's van. 
Angelic blending — ^beautiful as rare — 
Which pity 'tis so few with Newton share* 

January 25th, 1867. 
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Another light extinguished ! nay not so, 

'Tis but translated to an ampler sphere, 

To catch the radiance, sevenfold bright and clear. 
Without the shadows of the vale below. 
Thus, one by one, the stars of earth retire, 

Lost in the splendours of approaching day ; 
Scarce do we learn their glory to admire. 

Ere they evanish from our sight away ! 
Heaven's upper galaxy is richer now 

By one bright unit added to its sum ; 

We will not therefore murmer but be dumb, 
"Because thou didst it," Lord of all worlds, thou* 
Light be the turf on Beewstee's honoured breast. 
And glad the rising after dreamless rest ! 

FehnMry 12th, 1868. 

Another British toiler's work is o'er. 

The wearied brain hath found its well-earned rest; 
That voice so eloquent in days of yore. 

Hath ceased to thrill a nation's spell-bound breast. 
His was a pregnant and eventful life ; 

Both statesman and philosopher was he ; 
Betimes accustom'd to polemic strife. 

No disputant more able could there be. 
For human rights he battled long and well ; 

Learning to him became a spouse most dear : 
So boldly rang he Slavery's dying knell. 

That irate planters gnashed their teeth to hear ! 
Peace to the old man's ashes! he hath seen 
The vanity of mundane things, I ween. 

May IZth, 1868. ^ 
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Avaunt, ye slaves of Mammon ! Here lies one 
Who, had he chosen, might have thrown ye all 
Deep into shade. Beside his funeral pall. 

Say, what can wealth avail the spirit gone ? 

Right well he knew the dangers that attend 
Gold's coveted possession : how it clings 

To hand and heart, as doth a bosom Mend, 
Hiding, meanwhile, its bright, deceitful wings ! 

And therefore, like a steward good and wise. 
Supremely mindful of the master's will. 

From his abundance gave forth such supplies 
As did the world with grateful wonder filL 

The "Poor man's Mend," for Peabody we claim, 

As his proud title to enduring fame ! 

November Uh, 1869. 

Green be his honoured grave ! The poor man's heart 
Shall bless the memory of his fragrant deeds, 
And men of adverse politics and creeds. 

In this great sorrow bear a generous part. 

Unshackled Industry, of Cobden's name 
Shall make her boast for ages yet to come ; 
And through the land, in many a humble home. 

Be found custodians of his deathless fame. 

What matter if no coronet adorned 

The patriot brow that lieth cold to-day ? 

The glittering bauble he would but have scorned. 
Ambitious of a truer, hoher sway. 

No worthier name shall history e'er enroll 

Than Richakd Cobden's on her blazing scroll ! 
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Sir Jamje^ §. ^xxapon. 

Scotland ! bewail thy richly gifted son, 
Cut down at noon in his benign career ; 
He who robb'd pain of its acutest spear 

Lives only now in good deeds bravely done. 

How often, when earth's chosen ones depart, 
Leaving rude gaps time may but slowly fill. 
Doth puny man arraign his maker's will 

And show the blindness of his wayward heart ! 

Let us not question the supreme decree. 
But do our duty and with patience wait. 
Till from the platform of a higher state 

We read the purport of life's mystery. 

Meanwhile assured that he who knoweth best 

Hath called James Yeoman Simpson to his rest ! 

May 7th, 1870. 






As sinks the sun at close of autumn day. 

Behind some bright transfigur'd cloud to rest. 
So Christ's ambassador hath passed away» 

To join the assembly of the ever blest. 
True to his God, his conscience and mankind, 

Right nobly did he Christian truth mantain ; 
Tongue, pen, example, were in him combined. 

To hasten on Messiah's glorious reign. 
Friend of the poor, the erring, and the weak. 

Of "ragged" urchins early taught to stray; 
He shall exult to hear the master speak. 

This eulogy on heaven's awarding day : — 
"Well done thou faithful servant ! unto me 
Was shown this loving kindness wrought by thee." 

February 2lthj 1873. 
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dark atrocity ! foul deed of blood ! 
/!c_.^Al^ That plunges Christendom in grief to-day ! 

Wherefore did not some guardian angel stay 
The hand that smote the gifted and the good ? 
Methinks a worthier meed had Lincoln earned. 

By life-long labours in his country's cause. 

Whose greatness to secure by righteous laws 
Was the sole end for which his spirit yearned. 
mai'tyr pure ! the lustre of thy name 

Shall gather brightness with each rolling year. 
While all thine enemies, o'erwhelmed with shame, 

'Mid general execration disappear. 
May heaven the new-bom liberties protect, 
Which thou hast dared so nobly to effect ! 

ApHl 28th, 1865. 

0, cruel Death, to aim so dire a blow 
At such a noble patriotic heart ! 
Ill could humanity afford to part 

With Freedom's champion and Oppression's foe. 

High-soul'd and wise — he lov'd Italia well — 
For her he toil'd through many a cloudy day : 
And when at length hope beam'd a brighter ray. 

His honest bosom did exulting swell ! 

True to his sovereign and his country's cause, 
No selfish passion sway'd his generous breast, 
Content if but his fatherland were blest 

With liberty, and peace, and righteous laws ! 

May the departed statesman's mantle be 

Cavfghtupby one of like integrity! 
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We fondly dreamed that in the quiet grave 
His weary bones had found their welcome rest. 
And that ere long, above his patriot breast 

God's own immortelles would in beauty wave ! 

What meaneth, then, this heathenish devise 
To cheat the worm of its accustomed prey ? 
Think ye to keep his memory from decay 

By flaunting these poor relics in our eyes ? 

Trust me, Mazzini can ftdl weU dispense 
With such a bastard immortality : 

From the freed soul's commanding eminence, 
It grieves him now your impotence to see. 

Foes sought to rob this "uncrowned king" of breath. 

But ye, his friends, insult him after death ! 
3fay 1th, 1872. 

Devoted son of science ! England claims 

To drop a tear upon thy honoured tomb ; 
For in the roll of earth's illustrious names. 

Thine shall, immortal, through the ages bloom ! 
No blood-stain'd conquests mark'd thy bright career ; 

Under thy flag nor friend nor foeman fell ; 
Thy strong hand grasp'd no warrior's sword or spear. 

To guard the right, or factious strife to quell ! 
But meek-ey'd Peace, with olive branch outspread, 

Beckon'd thee on to triumphs nobler far, 
Till, through the lustre by thy genius shed. 

Thou didst thyself become her brightest star ! 
And having pass'd away from mortal sight. 
Dost shine resplendent in the realms of light ! 

May l^th, 1859. 
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Methinks the reaper, Death, has need to be 
Expert at figures rightly to compute 
His human sheaves ! Alas ! what bitter &uit 

Is dropping thick from War's accursed tree. 

surely Europe must be suffering now 
From some infernal nightmare, caused, perchance. 
By feast in honour of the world's advance. 

As light millennial breaks upon her brow ! 

Would that it were so ! then we might condone 
A casual surfeit 'mid the general joy. 
Until, like gold purged from all base alloy, 

Nought should remain save sterling worth alone. 

But, ah ! far other banquet greets our eyes. 

Where Death holds revel 'neath God's azure skies ! 

Augusty 1870. 

Honour to Richard GrRAiNGEE ! We'll do well, 
In after years to keep his memory green ! 
What would "Old Monkchester" to-day have been 

Without his wonderful transforming speU ? 

Spite disadvantages of humble birth. 
His happy genius realized renown 
By an enrichment of his native town 

With classic monuments of lasting worth. 

Could Virtue claim exemption from the tomb. 
Or plea of friendship with grim Death prevail, 
We should not now a manly heart bewail — 

Abruptly wrapt in cold sepulchral gloom ! 

Peace to his ashes ! — ^pure affection's flame 

Shall long encircle Richard Grainger's name ! 
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After the labours of a well-spent day, 
The good old man serenely sinks to rest. 
While sorrowing thousands their esteem attest. 

And round his tomb spontaneous homage pay. 

Friend of the poor, the ignorant, and the weak. 
Meekly the pilgrim's upward path he trod. 
True to himself, his country, and his Grod, 

By loving deeds, he yet, though dead, doth speak. 

Yes, we shall miss his venerable form, 
And ripe experience in the ways of men ; 

Yet hope, beyond the revel of the worm. 
One day to see his kindly face again. 

With aU the good and great of other days. 

Who fill heaven's arches with resounding praise. 

October 2Sth, 1875. 

He hath been summoned to an early rest : 
The master called ; he laid his weapons down. 
The sword exchanging for a victor's crown. 

Where foes no more for mastery contest ! 

Thus prematurely sainted, we commit 
To earth's safe custody his precious dust. 
Till, at the "resurrection of the just," 

The self-same soul shall reinhabit it. 

Farewell, departed brother ! Friendship's ties 
Death hath no power eternally to sever : 

Who sleep in Christ shall from the grave arise. 
And meet aTDove to part no more fQr ever ! 

May the sweet thought our drooping spirits cheer. 

Till at heaven's blest reunion we appear I 

September ZOth, 1865. 
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Ah! little did I dream, last Christmafitide, 
When listening to thy wise and genial words. 
How soon thy loving heart's mysterious chords 

Would be unstrung, and cease to thrill and guide ! 

Yet wherefore mourn, if 'tis the sovereign will 
Of him who gave that now hath called away ? 
Let us the rather reverent homage pay. 

And hear the soothing accents — "Peace, be still!" 

Rest, Christian toiler ! thy life's task is o'er ; 
The evening shadows permaturely fell ; 

Eest, cunning penman ! thou shall write no more. 
For letters now have lost their potent spell ! 

Brother beloved, we meekly lay thee down, 

In "certain hope" of an immortal crown ! 

February 2ndy 1878. 

Many will miss him from his wonted place, 

On yonder quay, as Sabbaths come and go. 
And grieve because his once familiar face 

Shall ne'er again be visible below. 
What though no classic elegance adorned 

His simple, earnest, unaffected speech, 
'Twas plain that he the nobler art had learned. 

By force of sympathy, the soul to reacli. 
True to the last — aloft he proudly bore 

The temperance banner that he loved so well, 
Determin'd ne'er to give the struggle o'er. 

Till, like a hero, at his post he fell. 
Green be his memory, as his grave shall be. 
Whose honest presence we no longer see. 

June leth, 1873. 



The mom was bright with promlBe, but a cloud 
Darken'd the bqh ere midday, and dispread 
Itself across the heavens, till oyerhead 

The lightning blazed, and thunder answer'd loud. 

Begirt with storm, and trembling with affright, 
A traveller pursued his perilous way 

Until, amidet the thickest shades of night, 
His footsteps wide and yet more widely stray. 

Close by a pitfall yawning to devour, 

By hand unseen the wanderer's course was stayed. 

And light and freedom came in that glad hour. 
And God's own bow an arch of welcome made ; 

And now, life's weary deeert-joumey pass'd, 

He stands within the heavenly home at last. 

Oetoltr2Sa, 1&75. 
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